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Summary: When rifts start appearing in the space-time 
continuum, the Golden Sun crew can't seem to avoid getting 
sucked into parallel, alternate, future, and whatever other 
kinds of universes there may be. Looks like it'll be one heck 
of a ride, and Felix and Piers are in for more idiocy than they 
can handle[Ch4]. 


*Chapter 1*: S-M: The Land of Green 


Ah, Golden Sun, how long it has been since last | entered the 
fandom that you are. My heart doth beat rapidly at the very 
idea of writing for you once again, though | still have yet to 
complete my other main stories. Woe is me that these tasks 
taketh far longer than | wished, but alas such is the life of 
one who has not the time to write with such haste he once 
had for What is Happiness? 


Yeah, I'm not sure how many people are still waiting for that 
WiH-related story | mentioned at the end of it, but | can't 
really start it until at least one of my other stories is finished. 
Once those two are completed, | won't be making a set 
update schedule for my stories; that way | don't have to 
stress about getting my work completed for a certain date. If 
I'd done that, I'd be writing about 497 234 stories at once 
right now, but that's not the case. 


Anyway, | seem to keep coming up with random ideas for GS 
stories, so bear with me that | have no clue what the hell is 
going on in my brain. This series of oneshots could either 
work or just not work at all, but I'm just gonna roll with it 
and see what people think! 


Disclaimer: | don't own Golden Sun. All rights go to Nintendo 
and Camelot. 
A Land That Isn't Ours 
S-M: The Land of Green 


The air was awfully silent as the warriors plummeted to their 
inevitable deaths. Rather than the expected sound of wind 


rushing past their accelerating bodies, only the rustling of 
their clothing could be heard. From above, the golden light 
of Venus lighthouse's lit beacon shone brightly, shining 
down the well like a light at the end of a tunnel. 


Saturos smiled morbidly as he watched the opening of the 
well shrink in size. How ridiculous that he, the most powerful 
man in all of Prox, could be defeated by children. Even with 
the aid of his equally powerful partner, Menardi, the extra 
boost of psynergy from the lighthouse, and even the last 
resort of the dragon form, he could not overcome the might 
of four mere children. 


He felt as though he were losing his mind when he turned 
and laughed at the sight of Menardi plummeting a short 
distance away from him. No blood seeped from either of the 
warriors' wounds, but they were clearly battered, and 
Menardi must have passed out after they fell. Perhaps she 
was already dead, but he had no way of Knowing, and simply 
laughed harder. They'd failed in their mission, and now it 
was left up to Felix the weakling and good-for-nothing Alex 
to save the people of Prox. 


Saturos looked downwards, but couldn't see the bottom of 
the lighthouse anywhere. It seemed as though they would 
simply fall forever, never reaching a ground to die upon, and 
would instead die of starvation in the event that his mortal 
wounds didn't kill him. He couldn't even fathom how he'd 
managed to stay alive, but he was fully conscious, if not a 
bit delirious from his fatigue during this hopeless situation. 


"Heh, how pathetic," he snorted, pulling out his blade for no 
particular reason. "This was not the hero's death I'd 
expected. | always believed | would die by the hand of a 
worthy opponent's blade." 


For no better reason than that he simply had nothing better 
to do, Saturos maneuvered his way over to Menardi and 
grabbed hold of her before jabbing his blade into the side of 
the lighthouse's well. He had no more use for his sword, so it 
didn't matter to him that it would snap at some point. He 
cackled as the flame-empowered sword left fire in its wake, 
unable to slow their descent in the slightest due to their 
ridiculous velocity. With a twanging sound, the blade 
Snapped, leaving the Proxian with naught but a handle. With 
a twisted look in his eye, he unequipped Menardi's scythe 
and repeated the process, laughing stupidly as the scythe 
left even larger flames in its wake before snapping. 


He knew that he would lose his mind if they continued 
falling forever, but he was surprised when he saw something 
below them. Perhaps he'd already lost his mind, for it didn't 
appear to be the ground, but instead it looked like...the top 
of the lighthouse? 


Confused by the fact that they now seemed to be falling 
upwards, Saturos twisted his neck to see the distant speck of 
light that they'd fallen down quite some time ago. Turning 
back to look at whatever they were approaching, he could 
now see that it wasn't the bottom of the well, but rather a 
shimmering light that had tricked him into thinking it was 
the golden light of Venus' beacon. However, this light was 
different in that it seemed to be inside the well, not above - 
or in this case below - the opening. 


"Menardi," he spoke aloud, despite knowing that his 
companion was unconscious, "I know not where this light 
will take us, but whatever happens l'm proud to have had 
you as a partner." 


Tightening his hold on the female warrior, Saturos closed his 
eyes and braced himself for what would come. If the 


moment could be seen from afar, it would easily resemble 
the scene from Lord of the Rings in which Gandalf and the 
Balrog are plummeting down the chasm, except that instead 
of a lake at the bottom of the hole, it was a blinding light 
that quickly engulfed them... 


After a few minutes had passed, Saturos knew that he hadn't 
died, for he had felt no impact, and he could still feel 
Menardi's limp body in his arms. In fact, he seemed to be 
standing on his feet, and the sound of birds chirping had 
replaced the rustling of their clothes. He no longer felt the 
wind whipping past his face, and he swore he could feel the 
warmth of Sol touching his scales. Wondering where he 
could have ended up, the Proxian opened his eyes to take in 
the scenery of this new place. 


He appeared to be standing in some sort of field, and all 
around him was a lush, green landscape. The clear skies 
greeted him in a way that Prox had not seen in years, and he 
began to doubt that he was still alive. Perhaps the light he 
saw had been an illusion of his broken mind, and he and 
Menardi had simply collided with the base of the lighthouse. 


Deciding it would be best to put Menardi on the ground, 
Saturos gingerly laid her down before realizing that his 
wounds were completely gone. He examined his unmarred 
scales and flesh with awe, only further causing him to 
believe he'd died. There was no way he could miraculously 
heal by falling through some sort of portal! 


Numerous loud rumbling sounds caused the warrior to whip 
around to see where they were coming from, but they only 
added to his awe and confusion. He took a few steps back at 
the sight that his unbelieving eyes beheld. 


Large, metallic carts of some sort sped by at unfathomable 
speeds, and he couldn't seem to keep his gaze focused on 
just one, for many sped by. The wheels were not wooden as 
he was accustomed to seeing, but rather some sort of thick, 
black material that rolled beneath the vehicle. Not only that, 
but these strange carts seemed to be riding on some sort of 
smooth, rocky surface that contrasted the lush grass he was 
standing upon. 


He jumped in shock as one of these carts made a loud noise 
of some sort, followed by what sounded like the angry 
shouting of a person. 


"What sorcery is this?!" he growled to himself, wondering 
how a person could possibly ride in a cart moving at such 
high speeds. 


He was relieved, however, to know that there were people 
here. Perhaps he wasn't dead; after all, he imagined that the 
afterlife wouldn't look quite the way this place did, and if 
there were others here, perhaps he could get some answers. 


Menardi began to stir, and he quickly averted his gaze from 
the strange carts to his companion. Just as he was, her 
wounds had completely healed and she showed no visible 
signs of ever having fought Isaac and the others. 


"Saturos?" she groaned, sitting up and squinting as her eyes 
adjusted to the brightness of this area. "Are we dead?" 


"I can't say for sure," he chuckled wryly, "but | don't think 
we are." 


"Hmm," she said, looking around the immediate area. 
"Where are we? This doesn't look like any land we've been 
to. And what in Luna's name are those?!" she shouted, 
pointing a finger to the carts he'd been examining. 


"| believe they're carts of some sort," Saturos answered 
flatly, not bothering to help his companion up. "Though I've 
never seen anything like them, and they travel at such 
ridiculous speeds." 


The two warriors stood like that for quite some time, 
examining the carts whizzing past the field. It was truly 
fascinating to see something travelling at such a velocity, 
and there seemed to be no shortage of these carts at all. 
Whether they were near some sort of merchant village, the 
Proxians knew not, but neither of them could fathom why so 
many of these vehicles were going by. 


The sight of a boy caught Saturos' eye, and he watched as 
the boy walked alongside the surface that the carts sped 
along. This boy must've had some courage to walk so near 
to what appeared to be a hazardous area. 


An idea popped into Saturos' head as the boy began getting 
closer to them. This was the first person they'd seen since 
arriving, and if he was going to get answers, this lone boy 
was the perfect person to interrogate. Of course, he had to 
be wary that this courageous fellow didn't have some sort of 
weapon to defeat him with; this was the boy's home turf, 
after all. Then again, he looked about the same age as Felix, 
and didn't appear to be proficient in any sort of psynergy, 
let alone fighting skills. 


Without telling Menardi what he was up to, Saturos quickly 
marched towards the boy while remaining cautious of the 
carts. 


"Hey, you there!" he shouted, though attempting not to 
seem hostile. 


"Wah!" the boy yelped in surprise, looking as though he'd 
just seen a ghost. 


"Whoa, easy, now, | mean you no harm," Saturos spat 
bitterly, never having needed to say anything so stupid in 
his life. "| need to ask you something." 


"G-Get away from me!"the boy scrambled to get away, but 
Saturos acted quicker and grabbed the boy by the collar of 
his shirt. 


"How rude," the Proxian chuckled, watching the boy squirm 
in his grip, "I am simply a lost traveler trying to find my 
way." 


"You scaly, blue freak! You can't just come up and harass 
people like this!" the boy shouted as he flailed around. "/ 
won't give in, not even to someone as powerful as...holy 
crap, you're Saturos!" 


The smirk on said warrior's face deepened as he heard his 
own name. "Ah, so you've heard of me, eh? How flattering, 
but | appear to have missed your name." 


Unfortunately, the boy simply stared in fear at the muscular 
warrior, unable do anything but squeak out Saturos' and 
Menardi's names. 


"Fine, boy, | won't pester your name out of you," Saturos 
cackled, tossing the boy onto the grass. "Just answer my 
questions and you'll be on your way. What land is this? 
Where do you hail from? What are these strange carts 
whizzing past us doing?" 


It seemed that the boy had regained his ability to speak, but 
he shuffled away from Saturos before he said anything. “L- 
Land? Hail from? What kind of weird questions are these?!" 


Saturos gave the boy a puzzled look and glanced up to 
where Menardi was still seated on the grass. She appeared 


to be mesmerized by the carts still, so he shook his head 
and faced the boy again. 


"Look, just answer my questions, alright?!" he growled, 
growing impatient with the boy in front of him. "And stop 
speaking in italics! It makes it look like you're thinking 
instead of talking!" 


"This is how | always talk, though!" the boy countered. "Who 
are you to start telling me what to do? If you'd organise your 
damn thoughts a bit better, then maybe I could answer your 
questions and get the hell out of here!" 


What an impudent little punk, speaking out against the 
mighty Saturos! No one had ever shown such insolence to 
him! Why, if he didn't need this stupid kid to answer his 
questions, he'd burn him to a crisp right now! 


"Listen, kid, I'll ignore the fact that you talk in italics, spell 
your verbs with S's instead of Z's, and even look past the 
fact that you just spoke out against me, but | swear to Sol 
that | will kill you if you piss me off again! Now, tell me, how 
did you know who we were?!" 


"Because you're the villains in the first Golden Sun game. I'll 
admit that this is some of the best cosplay I've ever seen, 
but you don't have to act like an asshole." 


This kid was really starting to get on Saturos' nerves, and he 
resolved that he would kill him once all his questions were 
answered. A nice casting of Eruption should do the trick. It 
might be overkill for a pipsqueak like him, but this is Saturos 
we're talking about: he doesn't give a rat's ass about stuff 
like that! And what was this "game" he spoke of? Saturos' 
life was not a game! 


"Fine, next question: what land is this?" 


"It's not Weyard, I'll tell you that," the boy said sarcastically, 
standing to his feet while brushing off a bit of dirt. “Anyway, 
aren't you supposed to be dead? Prox will be fine without 
you, so just go die already." 


Okay, this kid was definitely going to get a Supernova from 
Menardi as well. No one speaks to the great Saturos like this 
and lives to tell the tale! Moreover, this random brat seemed 
to know too much about them, and it was likely that he 
knew a lot more than he was letting on. 


"Answer my question before | lose my patience! | said "what 
land is this", not "where aren't we"! | swear I will kill you if 
you continue this blatant disrespect!" he snarled, 
brandishing a small knife he kept concealed. 


The blade of the knife suddenly lit up in flames, and the boy 
immediately looked fearful again. Saturos grinned at the 
sight of his fear-stricken victim and took a menacing step 
towards him. 


"D-Don't kill me! There's so much I have left to do! | never 
had the chance to finish writing all my stories or meet Tem 
in person or tell GengaJupite that his fluff is ridiculous in a 

semi-intriguing sort of way!" 


"Stop babbling and answer the damn question before | roast 
your insides! Tell me where we are!" 


As Saturos raised his weapon to strike (since he had no 
intention of letting this kid live after he answered the 
question), he suddenly found his eyes stinging from having 
something thrown in his eyes. Crying out in anger, the 
muscular warrior dropped his knife and wiped what 
appeared to be a bunch of clovers from his face. When he 
was able to see straight, he looked to see that the boy had 
already run too far for the Proxian to cast psynergy on him. 


"We're in Ireland, bitch!" the boy laughed as he sped off into 
the distance. 


Saturos screamed out in anger, stamping at the ground and 
burning all the grass around him. If only he hadn't wasted 
his and Menardi's weapons, then he would have been able to 
gut that brat when he had the chance. 


"Saturos," he heard Menardi say, and looked to see her 
walking up to him. 


"| swear, if | ever find out who that little shit was, I'll melt his 
eyeballs out before | kill him slowly!" he panted, wiping 
some of the froth from his mouth. 


"Well, you might just have the chance if you can figure out 
what this is supposed to mean," Menardi said, handing hima 
small slip of paper. "That kid dropped it in front of me when 
he ran past." 


Saturos instantly snatched the paper away, but the words 
written on it only fueled his anger further. He burned the 
small slip instantly, but the words stayed implanted in his 
mind. 


"I'll kill that kid if it's the last thing | do!" he roared 
dramatically into the heavens with his fists held above his 
head in a way that almost begged it to be a movie scene 
where the camera zooms out from where the two of them 
were standing. And from that point on, Saturos used those 
words written on the paper to begin his search for the boy. 


Nice death threats, bro, 
Your pal, 


Droory 


Lol, so I've never written anything even vaguely resembling 
this, and I'm not expecting a ton of positive feedback, so go 
ahead and rip this story apart if you want. All | wanted to do 
in this first oneshot was have a little fun. 


Droory, since I'm almost certain you'll read this, | hope you 
weren't offended or put off by the fact that | included you 
without asking. At first the boy in the story really was going 
to be just some generic person with Golden Sun knowledge, 
but | figured it would be funnier to make it you. Everything | 
wrote about the situation might have been stereotypical 
(like the place being really green and you throwing clovers 
at Saturos [if it's any consolation, | decided against making 
you smack him over the head with an empty beer mug]), 
but, hey, all for the sake of shameless comedy, and | 
wouldn't be the least bit upset if you decided to make fun of 
me in the future. Also, I'll apologize if you're OOC, since | 
don't know you, like, at all... 


Anyway, this story is in no way serious or meant to reflect 
my writing technique. This is also a series of oneshots, and 
I'm thinking the next one will be Isaac and Garet. Don't 
worry, it's not going to be a series where they all end up on 
Earth or something, and since they're all oneshots, the plots 
of each one are unrelated to each other (unless stated 
otherwise). 


Thanks for reading and let me know what you thought in 
your reviews! | know Droory will :P 


-GengaJupite 


*Chapter 2*: G-I: The Land of Present 


| think I've taken long enough to start on the next 
installment in this, so here it is, the second oneshot! 


G-I: The Land of Present 
Boredom. Bore dumb. 


Was there any better way to describe how Garet was 
feeling? Probably not, and he couldn't for the life of him 
figure out a way to stop feeling so bored. Slumped in his 
chair, he watched the figure of his sleeping best friend. 


Colosso had just ended, and Isaac was named the victor 
after defeating some knight guy. Azart? Satrage? Navampa? 
Who cared, they all lost, so it didn't matter which one was 
defeated last. All the mattered was that Isaac had kicked 
some serious ass out there, but then he passed out from 
exhaustion. 


Garet, Ivan, and Mia had all rushed to make sure he was 
okay, and it was a huge relief for all of them when they 
discovered that he was simply asleep. Now, however, they 
had been sitting in a room for Mars knew how long, and 
Garet was getting fed up with waiting for his buddy to wake 
up. 


"Guys, he might be asleep until tomorrow," Garet tried to 
make his case. "Can't we just go and have some fun while all 
the booths and stuff are still set up?" 


"Garet, you're terrible!" Mia scolded him. "Your best friend is 
recovering from numerous fierce trials, and you want to go 


out and play?!" 


"Well...yeah," he answered dumbly, earning a nice bop on 
the head from the healer's staff. 


"Look, this might not be the most exciting thing, but we 
should all be here when he wakes up, right?" she argued. 


"I wasn't planning on ditching you guys!" Garet rubbed his 
head where she had hit him. "I just wanted to kill the time!" 


"Mia," Ivan said before the two opposing adepts could 
continue their argument, "not that | completely agree with 
Garet's reasoning, but | don't think having all of us sit 
around waiting for him to wake up is helping any. If it's all 
right, how about we take turns keeping watch on Isaac? | 
can go out with Garet for now, and then we'll alternate." 


Mia crossed her arms and defiantly sat in the chair next to 
Isaac's bed. "Hmph, fine, do whatever you want. /'// make 
sure he's got someone here for him when he gets up." 


The two guys glanced at each other before making an 
awkward exit from the room. Once they were out of there, 
the two of them ran for the palace's entrance as quickly as 
they could. 


"You slimy bastard," Garet laughed, shoving the younger boy 
as they ran, "pinning that crap on me! You wanted to leave 
just as badly as | did!" 


Ivan grinned mischievously, dodging a hit from Garet. 
"Haha, it's called strategy, Garet. | figured you would get 
bored the fastest, so | just had to wait until you said 
something about it. In the case that you didn't, all | would 
have to do is whisper a few little things into Mia's 
Subconscious and she would have let us go anyway." 


"Whoa, you can do that?" asked the taller boy. "Oh, that's 
right | owe you money, don't I?" 


"Heh, what for?" 


"Well, for that time I... Hey wait a sec, you just did it to me, 
you snake! Oh, you're so in for it, Ivan!" 


Laughing, the two of them raced out of the corridors, 
ducking around the guards and eventually bursting out the 
front doors in a heap of laughter. They were finally free from 
the gilded prison that Mia had locked them in. Ah, how nice 
the fresh air felt on their faces. 


"What's her deal, anyway?" Garet asked once the boys had 
caught their breath and stepped into the main square. 


"Who, Mia?" Ivan inquired. 


"Yeah, | mean, what's it matter if we aren't all there when he 
wakes up? He could have woken up when one of us went to 
the bathroom, or in the middle of the night when we're all 
asleep, right?" 


Ivan thought for a moment, though it didn't take him very 
long to make a deduction. "She's probably fallen for him," he 
chuckled brightly. "She always seems to make a big deal 
when he gets hurt and stuff, but it's not the same for us." 


"Lucky us," Garet grumbled, thinking it unfair that Isaac 
should get special treatment from a beautiful babe when he 
already had Jenna. "Well, whatever, | didn't come here to 
mope, | came to have fun!" 


"Hehe, really? You came?" 


Garet grinned and shoved the little troublemaker into a 
group of rather scantily clad women at that. "You're a dirty 
little pervert, Ivan." 


Embarrassed by where he was, Ivan, blushing, bounded 
away from the boisterous band of bubbly, big-boobed 
bimbos to catch up to his bumbling buddy. 


"You asshole," he groaned, attempting to shove the Mars 
adept, but failing in his attempt. 


"Heh, come on, then," Garet chortled, non-homosexually 
slinging an arm over the younger boy's shoulders. "We 
should try out that Lucky Dice tent. We could probably make 
a fortune, right?" 


"We'll see," Ivan said, shrugging as the two of them walked 
into the tent. 


Lifting the flap, the two of them entered to see a rather 
ordinary group of people trying their hand at the dice game. 
The rules were simple enough, so the boys didn't need to 
read them when they walked up to one of the tables. 


"What's yer wager, fellas?" said the dealer. Well, technically 
he wasn't a dealer, but he kept all the dice for each table to 
make sure there were no cheaters with loaded dice. 


"Ivan, how much money do you have?" Garet nudged him. 


Ivan pulled out a small pouch from beneath his tunic, and 
weighed it in each of his hands. "Uh...probably about 1300 
coins with me, how about-" 


"1300 coins, good sir!" Garet announced, snatching the bag 
from Ivan's hand and lobbing it towards the man. 


"Heh, good luck, boys," said the die-holder, handing Garet a 
couple of dice and stepping to the side to let him toss. 


"Garet, what the hell, you just bet all my money!" Ivan 
whined, punching the flame user in the side. He didn't seem 
to care or even notice, however. 


"Relax, as long as | get one pair we don't lose any money," 
he chuckled, thoughtlessly tossing the dice onto the 
numbered table. 


"Double!" announced the die-holder, handing the dice back 
to Garet. 


"Alright, buddy, let's try and double up!" Garet cheered, 
Shaking the dice in his hands. "Ivan, blow for good luck." 


"That's a chick's job," Ivan groaned, crossing his arms and 
looking the other way. 


"Heh, fine, but it's your fault if | don't get a pair on this," 
Garet laughed, tossing the dice across the table. 


"Double!" 


This continued for a while, and Garet was doing about as 
well as anyone might expect. Every now and then, he would 
get a triple, which earned them twice what they had bet, but 
it would usually be followed shortly after by nothing, 
resulting in losing the money he'd just earned. 


"Garet, this isn't getting us anywhere," Ivan said, realizing 
they'd been gone for a while now and hadn't won any more 
money than they'd started with. 


"Next triple and we leave, okay?" the Mars adept said rather 
offhandedly as he tossed the dice again. "Damn, another 


double." 


"Looks like you boys are having some trouble," hissed a 
raspy voice. 


Both adepts turned to see a cloaked man standing a short 
distance away from their table. The hood concealed his face, 
but his eyes seemed to glow through the shadow over his 
features. Other than his glowing eyes, however, fabric 
covered every inch of his body. 


"Perhaps you'd like a take a turn at this table," he hissed, 
indicating a rather ominous-looking table with dimmer 
lighting near it for dramatic effect. It should be noted that 
this particular table was also located in a corner with 
spiderwebs and a purple glow that made it seem all the 
more suspicious. 


“Thanks, but we're fine here," Garet said, tossing the dice 
again. "Dammit, | need a triple here!" 


"What's a triple when you could have a quadruple?" cackled 
the mysterious man. 


"Please, what makes your table and dice any different?" Ivan 
argued. "Our odds would be exactly the same over in that 
dimly lit, somewhat dangerous-looking table." 


"Oh, but they aren't, for you see my table has had the 
highest success rate of all for people making their fortune. In 
fact," he said, reaching behind the table he was advertising, 
"I'll give you this much if you should happen to roll a 
quadruple, along with another special prize." 


With that, the raspy man that clearly did not work there but 
was not interfering with the business of the actual staff, 
thereby causing them to leave him be, pulled forth an 


enormous sack of coins that clinked as he dropped it in front 
of him. 


The sound of all that gold perked up Garet's ears, and he 
quickly averted his gaze from the regular table to the 
strange man. Ivan, however, sensed something was wrong, 
and held out an arm before Garet could foolishly stroll over 
and take him up on the offer. 


"Okay, so you'll give us some ridiculous amount if we win, 
but what happens if we lose?" questioned the fifteen-year- 
old. 


"Exactly what would happen at that table you're playing at 
now: | take your money and you leave, simple as that." 


"| don't trus-" 


"Sounds good to me, let's have at it!" Garet agreed, 
snatching the money pouch from the normal die-holder and 
handing it to this clearly mysterious one. 


Try as he might, Ivan was unable to stop his idiotic friend 
from getting them into trouble, so he simply stood by, 
eyeing the enigmatic figure cautiously as Garet rolled 
double after double. If need be, the young adept was ready 
to relinquish his weapon and take down this fiend. 


"Garet, | think we should stop," Ivan said, causing the man's 
white teeth to glint in the shadow of his cloak, "like, now." 


"One last toss, | promise," Garet said, furiously shaking the 
dice in his hands as if it might help. "I swear, if | get nothing 
on this roll, I'll give you 1300 gold right out of my savings." 


"That's not the point," Ivan said, narrowing his eyes as the 
figure began raising his hands in front of his sternum. 


"Something's not right here, we should leave." 
"Relax, I've got this. Come on, QUADRUUUUUUUPLE!" 


Ivan fastened his grip around the handle of his rapier as he 
watched the dice bounce along the table. Time seemed to 
slow as he watched them hop along in unison. Garet would 
definitely get a double, since the dice would land on the 
Same number. 


One die stopped where it was. It was a four and it landed on 
the 'four' marker. There's the double, \van thought to 
himself. The next one hadn't landed yet, but was spinning 
on the 'four' marker. Triple. His grip tightened on the handle 
as...wait, why am I thinking out the narration? \van's grip 
tightened as the die began to slow its rotations. It was 
inevitable; Garet was about to win the jackpot. 


Four. 


"YEEEAAAAHAHAHAHAAAA! Ivan, we're rich! Filthy, stinkin' 
rich!" Garet cheered as he looked at the four fours he'd just 
scored. 


"Garet, your weapon! This guy's up to something!" Ivan 
ordered, taking note of the purple glow surrounding the 
cloaked man's body. 


"Hehe, very good. As promised, the money is yours, and 
here's your special gift! See you in the future!" 


Before either adept could react, a powerful blast of what felt 
like psynergy hit them, shooting out from the strange man's 
palms and powering through their bodies. Their bodies 
became light as air, and Garet watched as his and Ivan's 
legs slowly began disintegrating upwards. Powerless to stop 


it, he growled in vain as they steadily disappeared from the 
world... 


00000 - O0UOO - ONO 


Garet opened his eyes when he was able to feel the weight 
of his own body again. Glancing around, he couldn't quite 
describe what he was seeing. Where was he? The place 
almost looked like Tolbi...except there was something 
different about it. Massive buildings that appeared to reach 
the very heavens pierced the sky. He'd never seen a building 
with so many windows before. It looked so...shiny. 


"Whoa!" he heard Ivan yelp as a man on some kind of two- 
wheeled contraption whizzed by. 


"Watch where you're goin', asshole!" the guy shouted back. 
"Garet, what's going on?! Where are we?!" 


"I... dunno," he said dryly, staring down at the ground. "This 
place looks like... Tolbi, but different." 


"What did that guy say to us before we ended up here?" Ivan 
said while he tried to keep a cool head. "See you in the 
future?" 


Both boys looked at each other, then to the large sack of 
money at their feet, then to the cityscape, and then back to 
each other. They both had looks of disbelief on their faces, 
unable to speak due to the unknown surroundings. 
Everything seemed so familiar, yet it all looked so different... 
so futuristic. 


"Ivan, read someone's mind, quick!" Garet shouted. 


"I'm on it," Ivan confirmed, searching for someone to read 
the mind of. In truth, there were tons of people around, but 
he was searching for someone who wasn't walking away. 


Eventually he saw a man that appeared to be from their 
time. He wore dirty clothes, and had a rather admirable 
beard to match his rugged appearance. Why, by the look of 
this man resting on a blanket in the middle of this walking 
path, he must be a seasoned adventure like themselves! 


Cautiously approaching the adventurer of this world, Ivan 
focused his mind on this guy's thoughts. 


"Oh, yeah, just a few more bucks an' I'll be the hardest 
hustler in all of Tolbi! Gotta get me some more rock, but 
when I do, all them hoes'll be linin' up to be my bitches!" 


Ivan recoiled a bit, stumbling back to where Garet was 
standing. What sort of language was that man speaking? 
Bucks, rock, and hoes? Was this man a farmer of some sort? 
What would he be doing with male deer, rocks, and 
gardening tools? 


"Garet, | think we need to find someone else. That 
adventurer was talking crazy-like, and | hardly understood a 
word he was thinking!" 


Frantically racing around, the two boys found an open area 
with large signs plastered along the sides of buildings and 
on the roofs of others. Some seemed to be for some sort of 
product or other that neither boy had heard of nor could 
understand, but many of them had one thing that made 
them feel hopeful. 


COLOSSO 2013! 


"Well, we're definitely in Tolbi," Garet said, glancing at his 
short companion. "Should we check out the Colosso 
Tournament of the future?" 


Without hesitation, lvan smacked Garet across the face and 
glared at him. "You idiot! We can't waste time checking out 
tourist attractions, we need to figure out how the hell to get 
back!" 


"Geez, calm yourself. | just thought it might be cool to check 
out the futuristic battles and stuff..." 


"Hey, you two!" they heard a voice call out. Both boys 
turned to see a large man approaching them. They both had 
to stifle a laugh as they looked at his disproportionate body: 
his upper body was huge, but he had chicken legs! 


"Legs, not even once," Ivan whispered mentally into Garet's 
mind. The Mars adept elbowed his companion in the side as 
he bit his lip to stop from laughing. 


"Bro, does he even lift?" Garet sent a thought back to Ivan, 
causing the younger boy to stomp on his companion's foot 
as he chewed on his tongue. 


"You two are competin' ain't ya?" growled the triangular- 
shaped man. "Otherwise ya wouldn't be dressed up all goofy 
an' stuff, yeah?" 


"Competing?" Ivan asked, seemingly forgetting about their 
rather dire situation. "What would we be competing in?" 


The musclehead looked at Ivan confusedly, glancing at 
Garet as well before turning back to the Jupiter adept. 
"What, is ya stupid or somethin'?" he asked ironically. "Fer 
Colosso, idiot!" 


Upon hearing those words, Garet suddenly got a glint in his 
eye that basically screamed "Colosso? Damn right, we're 
competing!" 


"Colosso? Damn right, we're competing!" Garet exclaimed, 
thereby rendering the previous paragraph redundant, but 
also proving its correctness. But seriously, what was the 
point of having both of those? | mean, he could have easily 
said it and it wouldn't matter if we knew what the glint in his 
eye meant, right? Hell, we wouldn't even have to know that 
his eye glinted! How does an eye glint, anyway? Seems like 
it would have to have a light shined into it, and anyone 
who's been to an optometrist knows how unpleasant that is. 


“Not now, narrator, go back to narrating!" Ivan interrupted, 
rudely cutting off the extremely relevant thoughts of the 
attractive narrator, while also breaking the fourth wall and 
ruining the moment. He forgets, however, that the narrator 
is able to make the situation whatever he so chooses. 
Narrators often hold terrible grudges, you know. 


"Aight, sounds cool!" cheered the walking biceps, gesturing 
for the two of them to follow him to the colosseum. 


"Garet, what were you thinking?" Ivan whined like the whiny 
little prick that he is, voice cracking on every second 
syllable because he's a preadolescent with small genitalia. 
"We're trying to get out of here!" 


"Look, we ended up here because of Colosso, so if we go 
back, maybe we'll find a way out of here," Garet reasoned, 
causing his young companion to feel humiliated at being 
outsmarted by the supposed 'dumb one' of their quartet of 
adepts. In fact, lvan was so embarrassed that he apologized 
and blushed, making all the girls around laugh at him. 


"Fine, but let me handle the talking from here on out," Ivan 
warned stupidly. The two of them jogged a bit to catch up to 
the bodybuilder, Ivan tripping and falling on his face 
multiple times as they did so. 


It was an odd spectacle to behold when the three men 
reached the arena. From the outside, it almost looked as 
though the ancient colosseum from the adepts' time had 
been preserved in its original state, making it stand out 
tremendously in this futuristic city. 


"Heh, sorry fer draggin' ya here so quick," the muscular guy 
apologized sheepishly. "The battles don't actually start fer 
another few hours. Ya can check out the awards museum 
just over there if ya feel like killin' some time." 


Thanking the man, Ivan nudged Garet to get his attention, 
but hit his funnybone against the Mars adept's armour in the 
process. "Garet, maybe we can find something from our time 
in that museum! It might help us get back!" 


"Yeah, and we can also see Isaac's name on the list of 
champions!" Garet cheered. Ivan sighed at Garet's lack of 
focus, but no one seemed to care, since seeing their best 
friend's name on a list that dates back to whenever Golden 
Sun took place would be badass. 


The two boys made their way to the museum that was only 
about a block away from the colosseum. Garet immediately 
sped over to the large, stone tablet of names that took up an 
entire wall. It seemed odd that they still engraved the names 
of champions into the stone after all these years, but 
perhaps some traditions are better left unchanged. Running 
his finger along the stone, Garet found Isaac's name 
surprisingly close to the beginning of the tablet. It looked as 
though Colosso was something that Babi had started, so it 


made sense that Isaac was one of the first champions. Some 
thirty or forty years later, the name "Matthew" was 
engraved, but Garet doesn't know who that is yet, so he 
ignored it like any other name on the list. 


Meanwhile, Ivan pranced about the museum like a sissy, 
Skipping along as he examined things that his intuition 
incorrectly told him might help to get the two of them back. 
He was so engrossed by his own fallacy that he nearly 
missed a large map that showed the general area of Tolbi 
they were in. 


"Wow," the boy gaped at the map as if it were some kind of 
ancient artifact and not just a regular map like everyone 
knows it is. "It looks like the castle has been preserved too! 
It probably wouldn't hurt to take a look up there. Doesn't 
look like they listed off the Lucky Dice tent, though." 
Obviously not, lvan, maps aren't meant to show things like 
that. 


After they had finished their brief time in the museum, Ivan 
showed Garet the way to head towards the palace. Agreeing 
that that would be the next best step in their journey to get 
back home, the two boys marched towards the exit so they 
could begin their walk to the preserved castle. On the way 
out, Ivan had to be patted down for a random security 
check, and the guard laughed at Ivan's pathetic muscular 
build. It should be noted that the guard is an anemic girl, 
which embarrassed Ivan even further. How she got a job asa 
security guard is not the point. 


When they reached the castle, both boys gaped in relief as 
they were met with a familiar sight. A bug happened to fly 
into Ivan's mouth while his was open, and he choked on it. A 
bird also flew by and shat on his head, to which everyone 


said it was good luck to make him feel better, even though it 
isn't. 


"It's weird," Garet began gazing around at the familiar castle 
interior, "we've only been in the future for a short while, but 
it's almost nostalgic to see this place again." 


"I'd usually call you out on something like that, but | feel the 
exact same way," Ivan said without realizing the slightly 
homosexual connotation of his words. 


"Heh, you know what we should do?" Garet chuckled, 
turning to the wind user. "We should check out that room 
that Isaac was passed out in. | bet Mia left us a really angry 
note since she thinks we've been out having fun for, like, a 
thousand years." 


"While | don't agree with your logic, it probably wouldn't be 
a bad idea to go check out that room in case she left us a 
clue or something on how to get back." 


With that, the two boys ventured off down the many halls 
they'd just recently been running through countless years 
ago. While that sounds strange to say, it's true when dealing 
with time travel and the like. Garet's feelings of nostalgia 
built as they headed closer and closer to the room. Each 
stone tile brought up memories of their partially completed 
journey, and it made him want to go back. Perhaps Ivan's 
plan to head back right away was smart, though the narrator 
would never admit so. 


The door creaked open, but it seemed as though no one had 
entered the room in quite some time, and it was strangely 
chilly. It was pitch black, despite the halls just outside being 
lit, so Garet quickly lit the torches around the room in an 
overly cinematic display of fire that would put professional 
firework shows to shame. 


With all the torches lit, both boys gasped at the sight that 
beheld them, and another bug flew into Ivan's mouth, and a 
bird flew out of nowhere to crap on his head again. The room 
was completely frozen over, ice covering everything around 
except for the torches. The very sight of the chilly spectacle 
instantly gave Ivan the flu, to which he collapsed on the 
ground over because he has a weak immune system. 


As Garet stepped into the room, ignoring his collapsed friend 
and melting the ice with each step, he stopped gawking 
when he noticed one section of the room in particular. The 
fact that it had been frozen over wasn't by pure coincidence, 
not that any sort of coincidence would have made this 
happen, but the answer was literally staring him straight in 
the face. 


"I-lvan," Garet stuttered, regretting having lit the numerous 
torches that were rapidly melting the ice, "l-I think we 
should get out of here!" 


Before he could make his getaway, however, the ice 
suddenly melted, flooding the room slightly, which caused 
Ivan to nearly drown. Garet tried to move, but the water 
around his feet suddenly froze, and, try as he might to melt 
it, the sheer amount of his opposing element in this room 
was far too great. 


"Ehehe," Garet chuckled, scratching at the back of his head, 
"Mia, what a pleasant surprise. Cool trick with the flash 
freezing and all. | didn't realize you cou-" 


*Slap* 


Because his feet were frozen, Garet toppled over in the 
water, crushing Ivan beneath him as he fell. The Mars adept 
rubbed at his red cheek as he glanced back up at the glaring 
Mercury adept. He had never seen the healer look so angry 


before, and it was slightly unnerving to see her in sucha 
state. 


"You. Jerks!" Mia screamed, encasing both boys' bodies in 
water and freezing them so that only their faces weren't 
frozen. 


"It's S-S-S-SO C-c-cold. M-M-Mia, we're s-s-s-sorry," Garet 
chattered, his entire ice block trembling from his shivers. 


"Sorry isn't going to cut it, Garet!" Mia argued, walking over 
to Isaac and hoisting him up with all her strength. Though 
she was noticeably having trouble, the two frozen boys were 
in no position to laugh at her. "You're going to stay here and 
think about what you've done! | flash froze both of your 
bodies, so you won't age or need food or anything, but you 
two are going to be conscious for the next thousand years or 
so, depending on when someone comes back for you." 


As she strode over to the door, Garet beckoned to her. "M-M- 
Mia, p-please w-w-w-wait!" 


Unfortunately for him, she wasn't willing to listen, so Garet 
could do nothing but watch as she awkwardly wobbled out 
of the room with Isaac in tow. 


“Have fun," she said sarcastically before extinguishing the 
torches and shutting the door, leaving the two of them to 
stay in darkness for the next immeasurable amount of time. 


"I-lvan," Garet chattered, hoping his companion hadn't died 
from his illness yet. 


"Y-Yeah?" the Jupiter adept answered, realizing that there 
was little else worse that could go wrong at this point. 


"I-I| think th-the moral of all th-this is n-n-not to g-g-gamble 
and b-b-be greedy." 


With that, the two of them didn't say another word for all 
eternity. The narrator watched on as the two of them lay 
there, frozen in darkness. Garet was incorrect, however, for 
there was no real moral to this story. If there was, then | was 
unaware, and now need to find a way to end this story ona 
note that isn't so abrupt. 


Ivan died first. The end. 


Well, that was an extreme bout of ridiculousness, but I'm 
tired and | just wanted to get this finished before | go to bed. 
Think | was trying too hard to be funny? Probably, but if it 
worked, then it doesn't matter, does it? No, it doesn't. 


Oh, | have nothing against Ivan; this is just how the story 
turned out as | was writing it. 


Anyway, Droory and | have discussed a few ideas | could use 
for this series, but | haven't decided what the next one will 
be yet. Guess you'll just have to wait and see. 


Thanks to Droory, Guest, and afreakin'wallcrab for 
reviewing! 


-GengaJupite 


*Chapter 3*: O8: The Land of 
Characters 


Holy, it doesn't feel like it, but | joined this site a year ago, 
and posted my first story, What is Happiness?, more or less 
exactly this time last year. | won't lie, | still feel like a mega 
geek for being a fanfic writer, but that hasn't stopped me 
from continuing or coming up with new ideas. | would tell 
you how | feel in an intellectual and thankful manner, but I'd 
rather do it doge style: "Wow. Such thankful, very writing, so 
time, lots of word. Wow." 


Anyway, this one was floating around in my head for a week 
or so, so! thought it'd be a good idea to get it written before 
| forget about it, especially considering | haven't written 
anything for this since the end of August... 


Note: I'm purposely exaggerating the characterizations. | 
don't think anyone seriously thinks of these characters in 
this way. Also note that I'm not trying to accuse any 
particular authors of doing this; I'm rather guilty of a few of 
these fan-based characterizations myself. 


O8: The Land of Characters 


The sun beat down gently on the recently finished site of 
what was soon to be officially known as New Vale. The gods 
of nature had smiled upon the residents for the past year or 
so it had taken to rebuild, blessing them with a mild winter 
and only the calmest days of rain they had seen in decades. 
As the construction had finished, the spring showers had 
ceased, allowing the flora to blossom into a perfect summer, 
filled with lush colours and fresh smells. 


"Hah, it's so peaceful," Garet sighed, casually laying himself 
on the grass beside the river. 


"Sure is," Isaac agreed, mimicking the action of his best 
friend as he placed his hands behind his head. "We worked 
hard to make it this way, though. | think we deserve a bit of 
a break." 


"That we did," Garet agreed. 


It had been an arduous trial, but the construction had finally 
been completed on the village, and everyone had spent the 
past few weeks simply lazing about and enjoying 
themselves. On this day in particular, many people 
throughout New Vale were basking in the glorious weather 
by means of strolling about the village, cloudgazing from 
their newly thatched roofs, or simply doing things that 
required them to be outdoors. 


"Hey, what do you think the others are up to today?" Garet 
asked while keeping his eyes focused on a round cloud 
floating lazily to the west. 


"Not sure," Isaac responded rather indifferently. "Probably 
just out enjoying themselves. | mean, half of them won't be 
here for much longer now that everything is finished." 


"Yeah, that's true..." the flame user sighed, a noticeable drop 
in his mood becoming apparent. As if to contrast the sudden 
bout of depression, however, he quickly hopped up to his 
feet and grinned down at his blond companion. "Well, if 
they're out having fun, then we shouldn't be lazing here by 
ourselves! We'll have the rest of our lives to do that, so we 
should go spend time with them before they're gone." 


Smirking up at his best friend, Isaac help up an arm so that 
Garet could pull him up. He had actually been thinking that 


very same thing from the moment the two of them had 
started walking towards the river, but he kept his mouth 
shut until the right time. Sometimes it was nice to let Garet 
feel like he had come to a brilliant conclusion, even if Isaac 
had was the one who put the idea there. Deciding on the 
best places to search, the two adepts quickly rushed off in 
hopes of finding their friends. 


Meanwhile, the others had already bumped into each other 
while out doing separate activities, and were waiting for 
Isaac and Garet to run into them at some point. The three 
girls, Jenna, Mia, and Sheba, had been out for a walk through 
a small forest just outside the village boundaries when they 
found Ivan standing outside the mouth of an unmarked 
cave. He explained that he was simply keeping watch while 
Felix and Piers took a quick look inside. 


"What exactly did you have to keep watch for?" Jenna asked 
him, a puzzled look forming on her face. 


"To be honest, | don't really know," the younger boy 
chuckled, glancing into the cave entrance out of habit. "I 
think they wanted me to keep an eye out in case any 
monsters decided to venture this close to the place, though 
if anything that worrisome actually showed up, | don't think 
I'd be able to handle it on my own..." 


“"Heehee, looks like you drew the short end of the stick," 
Sheba giggled, to which the other girls quickly joined in. 


"Hey, looks like we lucked out!" Garet's voice boomed from 
somewhere out of their sights. After a few moments, the four 
standing by the cave entrance could see the unmistakable 
head of red spikes bumbling towards them with Isaac close 
behind. "See? | knew coming this way would be a good 
idea!" 


"Don't kid yourself, we asked if anyone saw where they went 
and they all pointed us in this direction," Isaac laughed, 
nudging his tall friend in the side. "Hey, guys. What are you 
up to?" 


"Waiting around for Felix and Piers to tell us what's in this 
cave," Ivan said nonchalantly, shrugging. 


"And you didn't think that actually checking it out for 
yourself would be a good idea?!" Garet blurted out, amazed 
that the thought hadn't crossed the Jupiter adept's mind. 


"Well, it did, but I'd rather wait until they give us the all 
clear," Ivan responded in an irritatingly passive voice. In 
fact, he was purposely provoking them so as to have a 
reason to follow the two older males into the cave that 
wasn't simply 'because he was curious’. 


"They have been gone for quite some time now," Mia said, to 
which all six of them gave long stares into the dark cave. "I 
think it would be all right if we went to check on them." 


"Yeah!" Jenna agreed enthusiastically, quickly producing a 
small flame in the palm of her hand. "Besides, there's safety 
in numbers! Those two are too proud to ask for help, so it's 
our duty as the logical, rational ones to back them up!" 


"Heh, | never thought I'd hear Jenna referring to herself and 
Garet as the logical or rational ones," Sheba whispered to 
Isaac before yelping as her backside was comically singed. 


"Hmph, you should watch what you say about people who 
can literally hold fire in their hands," Jenna harrumphed 
before leading the group into the cave. The others, sans 
Sheba, simply chuckled as they eagerly followed behind. 


As the group of six progressed, they began to realize just 
why Piers and Felix had been gone for so long: the cave 
seemed to stretch on forever! Though it was only a single 
tunnel throughout the entire trek, they could not see any 
signs of an end nor any encouraging markings that the two 
older adepts had even been there in the first place. Of 
course, that would have to be farce, as Ivan had seen the 
two of them go in with his own eyes. 


The longer they walked, the larger the tunnel seemed to 
become, and Garet eventually had to step forward to help 
with the lighting. However, even with both of them 
producing multiple flames the size of their heads, the light 
seemed swallowed by the darkness, unable to reach all 
edges of the walls. lvan and Sheba attempted to use Reveal 
to show the way, but the area that could be seen was much 
smaller than what the flames could provide. With those four 
finding their efforts to be for naught, the situation only 
made Isaac and Mia feel more helpless, as neither of them 
knew any psynergy that could provide light or enhanced 
sight. 


Progressing farther and farther, things began to look bleak, 
and they were beginning to feel like turning back. Just as 
they were about to take a vote on whether they should turn 
back, a brief shimmer of light from farther down the tunnel 
caught Isaac's eye. 


"Hey, did anyone else just see that?" he asked, pointing 
down the tunnel. 


"Hmm? See what?" they all asked, apparently no one having 
noticed the glint. 


"| definitely saw something. It looked like a light." 


"A light? That means they're probably right down there, 
then!" Jenna cheered before taking off without them. 


"H-Hey, wait for us, Jenna!" Garet called after her, also 
taking off down the tunnel. Not wanting to be left in the 
dark, both literally and figuratively, the others chased down 
their companions, hoping that they would be able to find 
Felix and Piers just down there. 


Once they had caught up, however, they were surprised to 
see Jenna and Garet simply standing in a large, spherical 
room without a sign of Felix or Piers anywhere. That couldn't 
have been possible, though. Unless the two of them had 
snuck along the far walls while the group of six had been 
traversing through the cave, they would have run into their 
companions at some point. What kind of joke was this?! 


"Strange," Ivan said, earning glances from everyone. "Reveal 
isn't showing signs of anything hidden. Are we missing 
something obvious? ...Wait...there's a note of some sorta 
couple steps in front of Jenna." 


Confused, they all looked to see that there was, indeed, 
what appeared to be a folded piece of parchment lying on 
the ground in front of Jenna's feet. Stooping down to pick it 
up, she brushed off some of the dirt from it before opening it 
to read aloud. 


If anyone should find this, please leave this cave as quickly 
as possible! | am not even sure that this letter will find its 
way through, but it appears as though Felix and | have 
become trapped in some sort of alternate world. Whatever 
you do, do not look in the mirror! 


Piers 


A chill ran down their spines as Jenna read out Piers' name. 
An alternate world? How was that possible?! And like he 
said, how could this letter have gotten through to them if 
they could not?! 


"I-| think we should get out of here," Mia and Sheba 
stammered simultaneously, taking a few nervous steps 
backwards. 


"But...out what about Piers and my brother?" Jenna 
squeaked, crushing the letter as her hand tensed around it. 
"This has to be a joke; they must be playing a prank on us!" 


"It's in really poor taste if they are," Isaac said, calmly 
striding towards Jenna to help lead her out. "They aren't 
really the type to play pranks, though. Come on, let's get out 
of here and think this through. There has to be a logical 
explanation to this." 


She nodded and took Isaac's arm, but their slightly calmed 
nerves were interrupted by an announcement from Garet. 


"Uh, guys... Wasn't the exit just behind you?" 


With the silence in the area, the sound of their hearts 
beating could almost be heard resonating off the walls of the 
cave. Everyone whirled around to see what Garet had 
meant, but were horrified to see that the entrance into the 
spherical room was no longer there, but instead replaced by 
solid rock that showed no signs that an opening had ever 
been there. 


Sheba began to whimper out of fear, and despite Mia's 
efforts to comfort her, she, too, was feeling increasingly 
afraid of what might happen. The group, knowing the 
seriousness of their situation, huddled together in case 
something happened. As if on cue to their fears, a grinding 


noise overrode the sound of their heavy breathing and 
scared whimpers. 


"W-What is that?!" Ivan exclaimed, pointing towards 
something that seemed to be emerging from a hole in the 
ground. Unfortunately, he was the only one with a weapon 
on hand, and it was just a light rapier, as he hadn't actually 
expected to be fighting anything. 


Their fears were quelled slightly, however, when they 
realized that whatever had emerged did not seem to be any 
sort of living organism. Despite the fear of knowing, they 
would get nowhere if they could not see what the thing was. 
Taking a deep breath, Garet and Jenna sent a couple of 
flames over towards the thing to see what it was. Though 
they could see that it was not anything of immediate 
danger, they all tensed and felt their hearts beat faster than 
even before. 


"It's...it's a mirror..." Mia squeaked, quickly hiding her face 
in Sheba's shoulder while said girl did the same. 


"So that warning wasn't just a bad trick," Ivan exhaled as if 
he were voicing his thoughts. "But...how do we avoid 
looking if we're trapped in here?" 


Instead of an answer, Ivan's question was met with the exact 
opposite of what any of them wanted or expected. Jenna 
suddenly shot up to her feet and marched towards the 
reflective glass. Everyone else was too stunned to even call 
out to her as she brashly stood before the mirror of warning. 


"Hey, mirror! Give me back my brother!" she screamed as if 
the inanimate object could understand her. "Let us out of 
here, you creep!" 


What happened next caused all of them to feel the icy grip 
of fear clutch onto their hearts with its skeletal fingers. A 
strange glow began to emanate from the mirror, and, 
without warning, Jenna suddenly disappeared in a flash of 
light that absorbed itself into the glass. 


"Wha-... No way... This can't..." Garet stammered before 
becoming filled with rage. Just as brashly as Jenna had, the 
male Mars adept ran at the mirror and harshly gripped its 
sides in his powerful fists. "You give her back! Give all of 
them back right now, you hear me! | don't know what you 
are, but | swear that-" 


"Garet!" 


Just as Jenna before him, Garet was also turned into light 
and sucked into the mirror like some kind of cheap eye trick. 
Without the power to sustain them, the flames around the 
mirror went out, and the four remaining were left in pitch 
darkness. 


"Ivan," Isaac's voice sounded from where the group was 
huddled. 


"What is it?" Ivan responded, fear evidently lacing his voice. 
"I know it sounds stupid, but we have to go after them." 
"Are you crazy?!" the other three shouted. 


"Look, we aren't going to get anywhere just sitting around 
here being scared. It's obvious that the wall isn't going to 
open back up, and the only way we can go is into the 
mirror." 


"But...but Piers warned us not to," Mia squeaked, unable to 
hide the waver in her voice. 


"I know, but it's too late for that now," Isaac sighed. 
Gathering as much courage as he could, he stood, and the 
others looked up in his general direction, despite being 
unable to see him. "I won't force you three to come, but I'm 
going to go after them. Garet and Jenna have been my best 
friends for as long as | can remember, and all four of those 
guys have risked their lives for me countless times. It's time 
| returned the favour." 


Surprisingly, Sheba also stood at hearing the leader's words, 
though her own words were still shaky as she spoke. "I-I'll go 
too. Felix protected me when I was kidnapped, and he even 
jumped off the lighthouse to try to save me." 


Finding her hand in the darkness, Ivan squeezed onto Mia's 
palm and helped her to her feet as well. "Garet saved both of 
us, you know. He and Isaac were both there when | lost 
Master Hammet's rod, and he jumped after you on Jupiter 
lighthouse." 


"H-He did, didn't he?" Mia stammered, sniffling as she tried 
to feel for her other companions. 


"We shouldn't waste anymore time," Isaac spoke sternly, not 
caring too much about the touching atmosphere. "Are you 
all ready?" 

"Yes," 

"Then let's go..." 


HOU - O0UOO - OU 


“Ugh... That was a really weird feeling... Jenna, are you 
okay?" 


"Garet? Did you get sucked in too?" 


"Yeah, | ran right after you... Uh, where are we?" 


The two Mars adepts groggily looked around at their 
surroundings. They had somehow landed on their stomachs, 
and were currently unable to get their bearings. The place 
they were in was rather indescribable, as there was no sense 
of depth to anything around them. It was as if they had 
entered some sort of purple void that moved in a dizzyingly 
wavy fashion, with black streaks waving in all sorts of 
directions. The ground was invisible, yet they could tell that 
they were not floating. The purple and black surroundings 
seemed to stretch out endlessly, yet it almost seemed as if 
they were touching the very atmosphere itself. If compared 
to something, it would seem like being in space. 


"Jenna, Garet, is that you?" a rough voice sounded from 
somewhere above them. The two flipped over to see two 
familiar faces bearing down on them. 


"Felix! Piers!" the two of them cheered happily, jumping up 
to embrace the people they'd been looking for. 


"| suppose that letter didn't make its way through," Piers 
sighed, looking upwards, though looking in any direction 
would not have made a difference. 


"What is this place?" Jenna directed at Felix, though she only 
got a shrug in response. 


"Well, I'm glad we found you," Piers interrupted any further 
questions. "Felix and | have been stuck here for quite some 
time, and it seems to be host to some...rather frightful...how 
should | put this...?" 


"Doppelgangers," Felix stated darkly. "Not to worry, though. 
From what we've seen, they aren't dangerous; they're just 
extremely unlike us in every way but appearance." 


"Yes, though I'm glad we only ran into Felix's," Piers sighed 
in what could only be assumed to be relief. "Mine was fast 
approaching, so we had to make a quick getaway." 


"Does that mean that...since we're here, we have 
doppelgangers as well?" Jenna asked, cocking her head at 
the idea of seeing another version of herself. 


"And how did you escape in a place that has literally 
nowhere to hide?" Garet added. 


“Damn, I'd answer your questions, but it looks like we've 
been surrounded," Felix grunted forcing all four of them to 
stand back-to-back while they faced their doppelgangers. 


"What the... Is that supposed to be me?! What kind of sick 
joke is this?!" Garet cried out in disgust. 


"Haha, look how damn weird I look, man!" laughed the 
doppel-Garet. "Man, just looking at that guy's face is making 
me wanna go fight some monsters and eat food! Yo, me, do 
you have any ale on you?" 


"Oh gods, why am | acting so stupidly? And why are you 
asking for food?! You have six pastries in each of your 
hands!" 


"Pastry? Dude, what the crap is a pastry? These are jelly 
cake doodlies. Hah, and you think I'm the stupid one!" 


"It's so illiterate," Garet stammered, feeling himself breaking 
down at the mere thought of this being some kind of version 
of himself. 


"Garet, keep it together!" Piers called out, helping to steady 
the weakening Mars adept. 


"Oh my, it would appear as though Garet's muscles are 
weakening. This is most intriguing; | will have to dedicate 
some more of my studies of the outside world to 
understanding the symptoms of such a strange 
phenomenon," doppel-Piers spouted. 


"Don't speak!" Piers shouted at his doppelganger while he 
steadied Garet. "I'm too busy to be dealing with you. | have 
no idea what some of the things you're saying are, anyway!" 


"Don't? I'm? You're? What sort of magnificent words are 
these that you have created, Piers? Has the ingenuity of the 
outside world affected the way in which | speak in this other 
dimension? | shall henceforth call these words contractions, 
for they appear to contract two words into one! Ah, such are 
the wonders of my studies! Why, | believe that /‘// quite 
enjoy these words! Oh, I've used one! And another! What a 
joyous day!" 


"What...what even am I?" Piers grunted, feeling his own 
muscles begin to weaken at the sound of his doppelganger's 
words. "I've never had an issue with contractions... | just 
don't use them as often as the others..." 


"Duh, yo, Piers!" doppel-Garet shouted across to doppel- 
Piers. "What the hell are you saying over there? All these 
big-ass words like magifinccent and ingenitaly and 
fencehorse?!" 


"You mean magnificent, ingenuity, and henceforth? Allow 
me to teach them to you, oh illiterate Garet!" 


"Piers...you sound like Kraden," Garet said as he collapsed to 
the ground. 


"Just hearing someone else say that is...quite awful," Piers 
responded, also collapsing to the ground. 


"Come on, get a hold of yourselves!" Felix shouted, turning 
to snap Piers out of it. "Jenna, help out Garet, will you?" 


"On it!" she said, turning to her fallen friend. Grabbing him 
by the shoulders, she lightly shook him. "Garet, come on, 
we've gotta get out of here!" 


"Hey, hey, that's pretty hot, Jen," doppel-Garet said ina 
perverted voice as he watched Jenna shaking the real Garet. 
"Maybe you could try it on me sometime, then after we could 
dunk the doughnut, if you know what | mean. Speaking of 
which, I'd really like a doughnut right now." 


“Jenna, what the hell do you think you're doing?!" doppel- 
Felix suddenly growled in an extremely pissed-off voice. 
"Don't touch that pig! All he wants is sex! I've told you that 
you aren't allowed to date anyone, understand!" 


"What?! You can't-" 


"Ugh, Felix, you never let me do anything!" doppel-Jenna cut 
off the real Jenna's reply. "I'm allowed to do anything | want, 
okay?! Just because Garet is a huge idiot doesn't mean | 
can't live my own life!" 


"Felix, your doppelganger is really scary," Jenna muttered to 
her brother. 


"I know, but you have to remember that he's nothing like 
me," Felix groaned back, recalling how he'd earlier met his 
doppelganger already. "I honestly don't care if you decide to 
date Garet. | thought you had a thing for Isaac." 


"Eep! S-Shut up, Felix," she responded, a deep blush coming 
over her face. 


"Hey, | see you blushing! That unconscious, perverted, 
pigheaded, drunkard of a friend of yours is going down!" 
doppel-Felix snarled, brandishing a black sword that seemed 
to suck the very light out of the air. 


"Felix, put that thing away! Gods, why do you even have 
that thing!" doppel-Jenna complained shrilly, taking on an 
unimpressed stance. 


"| have it because it is the Darksword! | hold the Darksword 
because it represents who | am...a dark person. No one 
understands how | had to live in Prox for three years, 
tortured by the memories of being beaten by Saturos day 
after day. And my love for Karst was destroyed when | had to 
slay her with my Darksword! | am darkness personified! | 
wield the Darksword, and slay all in my path with the power 
of Acheron's Grief! Darksword! The colour of its blackness is 
the same as my heart and soul: dark black!" 


"Felix, was it really that bad?" Jenna whispered to Felix. 


"No, he's making all of that up. Puelle made sure that 
everyone more or less the adults and me alone while we 
were there. Actually, anyone who came to see us was pretty 
nice, except for Saturos and Menardi, but they were 
exceptions. Also, | don't have a thing for Karst...| don't know 
where that came from." 


"I can hear your lies, Felix!" doppel-Felix shouted, pointing 
the end of his blade towards Felix. "I don't want to hear you 
telling our sister that life was easy! Life was not easy! Life 
was cruel and unjust! | had to kill Karst, the woman | loved, 
with the blade of darkness, the Darksword: a sword that 
represents my soul! A heart that is the same hue as the 
blackest of nights, cold and unrelenting in its-" 


"Will you shut up already?!" Felix shouted back at his 
doppelganger. 


"| agree, you're way too dark and overprotective, anyway!" 
doppel-Jenna joined in to the fight that she was not welcome 
in. "| mean, | used to know you so well, and you were my 
best friend, but now I don't know you at all! | just want to be 
able to do what | want and date whatever pigheaded idiot | 
like, is that so much to ask?!" 


"Why am I so whiny and annoying?" Jenna asked herself, 
seeing as Felix had taken to arguing with his doppelganger 
instead of tending to Piers. 


"Hey, bitch, | am not whiny or annoying!" doppel-Jenna 
countered. "I'm a strong independent woman who isn't 
afraid to voice her feelings!" 


"| find your claim to be rather incorrect, dearest Jenna," 
doppel-Piers joined in, leaving his failed attempts at 
teaching words to doppel-Garet. "From what | have deduced, 
you seem to reciprocate feelings for Garet, but you do not 
show it in a way that would imply these feelings. Also, you 
have not been able to reach a decision regarding your 
feelings between Isaac versus Garet versus even myself on 
many occasions. What say you to these supported data 
analyses?" 


"Piers, you idiot! | don't need you to lecture me with all your 
fancy words! Fine, here's how | feel! Isaac's my childhood 
love, Garet's a big fat idiot that | hate and love, and you're 
just the handsome sailor man that | can't figure out because 
you speak so sophisticated!" 


"My, I'm not sure whether that is a compliment or not. Oh, | 
used another contraction!" 


"I'm having so much trouble keeping up with this," Jenna 
groaned, rubbing her temples as a migraine began to occur. 


“Damn, Jen, you're like the ultimate tsundere! Heh, | learned 
that word when we were in Izumo," doppel-Garet guffawed, 
blowing doppel-Piers' mind with the fact that he could 
understand another language but not his own. 


"WHAT THE HELL DOES THAT MEAN, YOU DENSE SACK OF 
POTATO ASS?! I'LL LIGHT YOU ON FIRE!" 


"And | will stab you if you touch her! I'll stab you with the 
blade that personifies my sword: the Darksword! Using 
Acheron's Grief, | shall instill the darkness deep within your 
soul, forcing you into an endless abyss from which you shall 
never escape! Fear the power of my heartless soul, sucking 
at your energy with the Darksword! Darksword! It's dark and 
it's a sword!" 


“Jenna, | know they're heavy, but on three we're going to 
grab Garet and Piers and get the hell out of here, okay?" 
Felix muttered to Jenna. 


“But where will we go? We still don't even know how to get 
out of here!" Jenna responded, evidently unsure of what 
would happen. "And I'm still worried about Isaac and the 
others." 


"Sorry, but there's nothing we can do about them," Felix 
apologized. "But | don't intend on spending eternity with 
these things. Don't worry, we'll find a way out." 


"Okay, then don't count to three, let's just go now!" 


And with that, the two of them took off at full speed, Piers 
slung over Felix' shoulder and Garet dragging behind Jenna 
as she pulled him by his legs. As the four heroes made their 


getaway, the doppelgangers seemed too enthralled by their 
own conversation to even realize they had left. It wasn't 
until doppel-Piers pointed it out that they noticed. By then, 
doppel-Garet and doppel-Jenna had begun bickering about 
his eating habits, while Felix explained the Darksword to 
Piers. Eventually, they decided to chase after the heroes 
while continuing their discussions. 


MUU - O0OOO - O00 


Much like the purple and black haze of the previous 
alternate world, Isaac opened his eyes to see a blue and 
black haze of sorts. The constant waving made him feel 
nauseous as he glanced around to get his bearings. What 
was this place? Was this what Piers had warned them about 
in his note? It didn't matter; they had to focus on finding 
Jenna and Garet. 


"Isaac...what...what is this place?" Mia's voice asked from 
beside him. He looked to see the others sprawled out on 
the...ground(?) around him. Looking to each of them as they 
began to stir, he tried his best to form a response. 


"I'm not really sure," he admitted as he began to stand up. 
"But | think this must be the alternate world Piers was 
talking about." 


"What a weird place," Sheba said, dusting off the non- 
existent dust on her clothes. 


"Yeah, I'd never have imagined a pla- Whoa!" Ivan cut 
himself off, startling the others with his exclamation. "Is 
that...us?!" 


Sure enough, he pointed towards four figures that were 
walking towards them. Getting into a defensive position, the 
four heroes watched as their doppelgangers got closer, but 


soon relaxed when they realized that they didn't look as 
though they intended to harm them. 


"Do I...really look like that?" Sheba mumbled, staring at her 
counterpart staring back at her. 


"Heehee, hey, Ivan, wanna play a prank on Mia?" doppel- 
Sheba giggled to doppel-lvan. 


"Hehe, sounds like fun. | wish Garet were here; he's a lot 
more fun to mess with. | guess Mia will do for now," doppel- 
Ivan cackled back. 


"Huh? I've never pulled a prank in my life!" Ivan exclaimed, 
glancing seriously at Sheba. 


"What?! Don't look at me, | don't do this kind of stuff!" she 
defended, holding her hands up as an act of innocence. 


"Isaac...lvan and Sheba...they're going to do something to 
me," doppel-Mia squeaked, blushing as she gripped onto 
doppel-lsaac's arm and buried her face into the fabric. 
"Please, make them stop. Isaac, | don't want them to 
separate us. | can't live without you!" 


A deep red blush spread throughout real Mia's face as she 
watched her doppelganger clutch onto the Venus adept so 
forcefully. All the real adepts looked straight at her blushing 
face, and she knew then that she had to defend her case as 
well. 


"I-I've never once had thoughts for any of the men in our 
travelling party!" she stammered, slipping on a few words as 
she tried to calm herself down. "I mean, sure, none of them 
are bad looking, but... Ah, what am | saying!" 


"Ack, why is that me being so open?! I'm so embarrassed! 
Isaac, make her stop telling everyone my feelings, it's 
humiliating!" 


Ivan and Sheba's doppelgangers glanced at each other and 
began cackling wildly at the scene that was happening 
before them. The real Jupiter adepts gave unsure looks to 
their copies, unsure whether they should be disgusted or 
afraid of how they perceived themselves. 


"Speaking of feelings, though," doppel-Sheba suddenly said 
as she stopped laughing. "Um, Ivan...l think that I...well..." 


All four of the Jupiter adepts began turning just as red as the 
two Mias, though the real ones dropped their jaws to the 
floor the moment they realized what doppel-Sheba was 
about to say. 


"I-lvan, don't listen to her! I'm exactly the same way Mia is!" 
Sheba spluttered in an attempt to make up for what her 
counterpart was saying. 


"Uh...y-yeah, | figured,” Ivan chuckled nervously, briefly 
looking exactly the way his opposite did. 


"So, um," Isaac said while the Jupiter adepts were left on 
their own, "are you crazy different from me?" 


"| don't think I'm as different as all these other guys are," 
doppel-lsaac responded with a shrug. "I mean, unless you're 
an asshole or something." 


"| wouldn't consider myself one," Isaac chuckled in response. 
He felt slightly bad that everyone else was getting so 
embarrassed by theirs, but he actually felt like his 
doppelganger could be someone he would get along with. 
"Just out of curiosity, do you like any of our friends?" 


"Oh definitely," he responded, to which doppel-Mia instantly 
perked up. "I've always had a thing for Jenna, since she's my 
childhood love, but then this girl clutching my arm here 
kinda stole my heart at the same time. | love 'em both. What 
about you?" 


Doppel-Mia nearly fainted just from hearing the words 
doppel-lsaac had said, but the real Mia hardly reacted at all. 
She seemed more curious about what Isaac's answer would 
be, though she couldn't care less whether or not he'd ever 
had feelings for her, considering she felt nothing like that for 
him. 


"Well, | guess we're different in that sense," Isaac mused, 
though he didn't seem embarrassed by the comments made 
by his doppelganger. "I mean, I've always had a thing for 
Jenna, so that's the same, but nothing more than close 
companionship with Mia. | mean, she's definitely girlfriend 
material, but | don't see anything between us." 


“"Heehee, you're too kind, Isaac," Mia giggled, blushing as 
she turned slightly away from him. 


"My life...is over..." doppel-Mia contrasted the real one, 
burying her face into doppel-Isaac's chest as she sobbed. 


"It's kinda funny how similar we are compared to all the 
others," Isaac chuckled, glancing over at the four Jupiter 
adepts that were having some kind of Mind Reading 
conversation. "Oh, by the way, have you seen Jenna or Garet 
around here at all? Or Felix and Piers?" 


"Hmm, no, | haven't, did you lose them or something?" 


"Not exactly... It's kind of a long story. We'll probably have 
to go on an adventure to find them now..." 


A strange look came over doppel-Isaac's face as Isaac 
finished his sentence, and the real Isaac flinched slightly at 
the sudden change in his apparently similar doppelganger. 
A wild grin spread across the opposite's face, and he began 
laugh, building up from a choppy chuckle. 


"Did you just say adventure?" he asked in a crazed-sounding 
voice. 


"Uh...yes?" Isaac answered in more of a question format 
than an answer. 


Isaac and Mia watched as the crazed doppelganger began 
brandishing his sword and held it in a heroic stance pointed 
towards the heavens. A golden light suddenly began to 
shine down upon him, though the source could not be 
identified, as it looked as though it simply appeared 
somewhere with no beginning point. 


"If we have to, then we will go on an adventure!" doppel- 
Isaac proclaimed. "We'll explore all the caves! Go through all 
the dungeons! Raid all the castles! Search every treasure 
chest! Climb every lighthouse! Solve every randomly placed 
puzzle that doesn't really make sense as to why it's their in 
the first place or explain how it gets reset if we simply leave 
the room! Fight every monster! Have sex with every roof! 
Find all the dji-" 


"WHAT WAS THAT LAST THING?!" Isaac spat in disbelief at 
what he'd just heard. 


"Find all the djinn? Did you not find all of them or-" 
"NO, THE PART WITH THE ROOFS!" 


"Oh, that. Yeah, | had sex with our roof," doppel-lsaac said 
flatly. 


Everyone suddenly went silent, including the four Jupiter 
adepts that hadn't particularly been listening to the other 
four up until that point. 


"You...did what...?" Isaac questioned, though he didn't 
actually want to hear an answer. 


"| had sex with the roof," doppel-lsaac repeated as if it were 
the most natural thing in the world. "Mom wanted me to 
rethatch it, and I've always sort of had this thing for it." Isaac 
stared in disbelief as he watched his double start blushing. "I 
mean, | was up there alone, and there was no one else 
around. I figured it was finally my time to, y'know, put the 
needle in the haystack." 


"Oh gods, just stop there, that's disgusting!" Isaac 
screamed. 


Both Mias began blushing profusely at the idea of Isaac 
doing something so profane and absolutely weird as that, 
though doppel-Mia squeezed onto her beloved's torso quite 
a bit tighter. Ivan and Sheba's doppelgangers simply lost 
themselves in laughter once again while the real ones had 
their jaws hanging open much the way one would expect if 
they had heard their close friend found a way to have sex 
with his roof. 


"Do you not like the smell of fresh hay?" Isaac's copy asked, 
cocking his head to the side in confusion. "I mean, it's a 
huge turn-on for me." 


At that, doppel-Mia quickly pulled out a small notepad and 
scribbled down ‘turned on by smell of fresh hay' before 
wrapping her arms back around him. Isaac just shook his 
head like he couldn't believe this was something real. 


"Sure | like the smell of fresh hay, but it doesn't want me to 
climb up and bang my roof!" 


"Well, that's just you, then," doppel-Isaac sniffed. "I love 
banging my roof. You know what the first thing | did when we 
got back from our adventure was? Rebuilt the roof. We didn't 
have a house to actually put it on, so! guess | was just doing 
it with a patch of hay. Oh, but | guess | never talked about 
ADVENTURING!" 


"Please stop." 


"| love adventuring, though! Climbing mountains! Sailing 
seas! Using psynergy to solve things that wouldn't make 
sense to anyone else in the world because it wouldn't look 
like anything! Cheating at Colosso!" 


"Stop listing everything we did!" 


"Fighting bosses! Going through the Crossbone Isle! Fighting 
tons of enemies so | could learn new psynergy that | 
ultimately wouldn't end up using! Oh, | forgot that we 
climbed a tree! Climbing up Tret! Climbing inside of Tret! 
Fusion Dragon! Doom Dragon!" 


"WILL YOU SHUT UP?!" 


"Isaac, do you really love adventuring so much?" Mia 
whispered to the real Isaac. 


"Not really! | mean, the whole reason we set out was to save 
Jenna; not because we wanted to go on some life-changing 
journey! Yeah, there were some good points, like meeting all 
of you, but we could have died so many times! | don't even 
remember doing half of this stuff he's talking about!" 


"Star Magician! Valukar! Sentinel! Dullahan! Deadbeard! 
Toadonpa! Chestbeaters! Satrage! Navampa! Azart!" 


"Now you're just naming random enemies!" 
“Bosses, to be exact." 


"Ugh, Mia, can we just get out of here?" Isaac groaned 
turning towards her. 


"Y-Yeah, I'm actually getting kind of uncomfortable with how 
cozy the other me is getting with the other you..." the 
Mercury adept said nervously, trying her best to keep her 
eyes off the uncomfortably lovey doppelganger clinging to 
the uncaring Venus doppelganger. 


“Ivan, Sheba, we're going to find Jenna and the others," 
Isaac said before running off with Mia close behind. 


"Hehe, time to play a trilick," doppel-Sheba giggled. Without 
warning, the fake Jupiter adepts suddenly pushed their 
counterparts to the ground and ran after the real Isaac and 
Mia. 


"Hey, wait, that's not us! We're us!" lvan and Sheba shouted, 
chasing after the four that were currently running away. 


Leaving on a rather unhumourous note, the second group of 
adepts also ran off in search of their separated companions. 
They would never know whether or not they ended up in the 
same alternate world, as it was unclear whether they would 
be able to cross worlds again, or even return to the one they 
knew. 


Ivan was the only one to die on the search. 


"What?! Why do I die?!" Ivan demanded. 


| told you, narrators hold grudges. I'm still the same guy. The 
end. 


Well, there we go, started at about 11pm and done by 2am. 
6500 words is probably the longest I'll write for any of these 
oneshots. | actually didn't think it was going to turn out this 
long, but that intro is 2000 something words. It turned out 
more intense than | wanted, especially with how weak the 
ending was. It might just be because | was tired, but the 
Isaac and co. section seemed funnier when | thought of it, 
and then turned into that* while | was writing. Still, since 
I'm not really taking any of these oneshots seriously, | don't 
mind writing something | think is crappy. 


So, yeah, like | said before, this isn't meant to be taking 
shots at anyone's characterizations. I'm rather guilty of the 
Piers and Garet things, as well as Jenna, Mia, lvan, and 
Sheba to a lesser extent. | feel like what | wrote for Felix 
should be his character now, though. Again, it may be 
because l'm tired, but | was having the greatest time writing 
Felix' doppelganger, as OOC as he may have been. 


Thanks to Droory, afreakin'wallcrab, and 
2969hrsonlostage for reviewing! 


-GengaJupite 


"Somehow, | don't feel like this is the end of this..." 


"I agree, Alex, but who's to say that we'll be characters for 
it?" 


"Or that it will even be the next segment?" 


"| didn't, but it's possible isn't it?" 


"Well, I, Kraden, believe that | am exactly the same as my 
characterizations!" 


"The worst creation made by my kind?" 
"I was gonna say that, Wise One." 
"Sorry, Alex." 


“Hmph, | hope we aren't in this next segment, then, if this is 
how you're going to treat me." 


To be continued... ? 


*Chapter 4*: F-P: The Land of One- 
Liners 


Haha, it's been almost a year and a half since | last updated 
this. Not that | was under the impression anyone has been 
waiting for me to get the next one written, but | didn't think 
| would put it off for so long. Oh well, better late than never, 
right? 


F-P: The Land of One-Liners 


Alchemy's return to Weyard had come to pass. The light of 
Mars' swirling beacon flame began to grow in size, pulsing in 
a manner reminiscent of a heartbeat. The winds of the 
Northern Wastes had ceased since the lighting of the 
lighthouse, and what once looked to be the end of Prox now 
sparked with a glimmer of hope. 


The large party of adepts wearily made their way to Piers' 
ship. Though their fight was over and a much-needed rest 
was had, the adepts could not shake the feeling of 
exhaustion, as though the burden of saving the world had 
finally managed to catch up with their normally energetic 
selves. Only Jenna seemed rather animated today, eager to 
help her parents in whatever way she could. 


"I worry for the safety of Prox," Felix stated as the snowy 
village disappeared behind the horizon. "It is too soon to say 
whether or not Gaia Falls has stopped consuming the edges 
of Weyard." 


"| agree," Piers said. "However, evacuating the citizens now 
that they have finally found some peace would not be an 


ideal situation. For now, our only option is to wait and see 
the results of our efforts." 


"A grim decision, but apparently our only option." 


"Heh, you two are gonna go bald if you keep worrying like 
that!" Both older adepts looked up at Garet, who was 
walking backwards in front of them with a large grin on his 
face. "Honestly, after you basically forced the four of us to 
help you out, you're choosing to worry about the decision 
now? Lighten up a bit; our work is done!" 


Felix and Piers both looked at each other before shaking 
their heads and turning back to Garet. 


"A foolish and overly carefree attitude," Felix deadpanned. 


"Indeed. Your optimism astounds me, Garet, and | believe 
you are simply idealizing the current situation instead of 
considering all the factors that now come into play." 


"And l'm saying that you're worrying too much! Not even the 
Wise One knows what's going to happen, so how can you 
expect any of us to consider all the factors? If we end up 
needing to save the world again, then we can do it as soon 
as that rock lets us know. | doubt it's the type to just sit back 
and let Weyard destroy itself if we're here." 


Though neither wanted to admit it, they simply could not 
deny that there was some truth to Garet's words. Assuming 
he had one the argument, Garet turned around and ran to 
catch up to Ivan. 


The relatively clear skies and smooth waters allowed for 
good sailing as the group made their way into the warmer 
seas. No more than a few hours into their travels did the icy 


waters and glaciers become the normal ocean and 
landmasses that they were all accustomed to. 


"Those clouds could be trouble," Felix stated, pointing 
towards the looming storm clouds forming in the distance. 
"Think we can go around?" 


"I believe that would be counter-intuitive," Piers said as he 
pulled out a map. "Judging from the size of those clouds, our 
travels would be significantly lengthened if we were to go 
around. In fact, by the time we make it around, the storm 
may already come to pass." 


"Hmm." Felix scratched his chin and kept the other hand 
firmly on the wheel. "If we stay by the coast, then I can 
probably keep us out of the worst of the storm. Worst-case 
scenario: we run aground for a bit and have to wait the 
storm out anyway." 


"| would prefer that you not run my ship aground as a 
solution." 


"Heh, relax, it's a last resort in case the storm gets really 
bad. There aren't any cliffs along this coastline - it's all 
beaches - so there shouldn't be a problem with hitting rocks 
or anything." 


Piers let out a sigh and turned around. "I trust your 
judgment, Felix. If you'll excuse me, | will let everyone know 
to take refuge inside before we enter the storm." 


Before long, rain began to patter onto the wooden decks of 
the ship, and the wind rocked the ship to and fro. Lurching 
and groaning as it swayed with the choppy waters, it still 
managed to stay upright thanks to the efforts of Felix and 
Piers. 


"Damn, this storm is way worse than it looked!" Felix 
growled over the howling of the wind. 


"It is almost unnatural!" Piers rushed to the side of the boat 
to still some of the waters, though his efforts did little to 
help. 


Despite his efforts, Felix soon lost control of the wheel as the 
wind and water forced the ship away from the coastline. 
Both men did what they could to steady the wheel, but the 
force of the water continued to pull them into the heart of 
the storm. A sudden lurch in the ship's movements threw 
both of them off the wheel and towards the railing at the 
edge of the ship. 


"Felix, look there!" Piers shouted, pointing out into the 
water. 


Felix awkwardly used the railing to pull himself up so he 
could see where Piers was pointing. His eyes widened as he 
looked upon the massive whirlpool before him. Where it had 
come from and why it was here, neither could say, but if 
they did not figure out a way to get out of its pull, there was 
no guarantee that they would make it out alive. 


"Try to stall the water some more!" Felix ordered. "I'm going 
to get the others to come help us!" 


"Right!" 


Piers immediately began to glow blue as Felix turned around 
and stumbled towards the door leading to the inner parts of 
the ship. The uneven movements of the ship and the 
slipperiness of the rain-covered deck made it difficult for him 
to progress, but he forced himself onwards, knowing that 
this could be a life-or-death situation. 


It felt like an agonizingly long time before Felix managed to 
grab hold of the cabin door, but it was just in time as the 
ship lurched again, forcing him to hold on so he did not fall 
back to the railing. 


"Ahh!" 


The sound of Piers' cry pierced Felix's ears like a knife, and 
he quickly turned to see the Lemurian being flung over the 
side of the ship and into the deadly waters below. 


"Piers!" 


Without a second though, Felix grabbed a buoy that was 
fastened to the ship with a rope and ran towards the edge. 
With all his strength, he leapt over the railing and dove into 
the water. 


Miraculously, he managed to grab hold of Piers the moment 
he hit the water, and it took all of Felix's strength to keep a 
grip on the now-unconscious Lemurian and the buoy that 
was keeping them afloat. 


"Piers! Piers, wake up!" 


As if to spite Felix in his moment of helplessness, a lightning 
bolt struck a part of the ship, causing it to shake and lurch 
some more. Though the rope tying the buoy and ship held 
fast, the movements of the boat only made Felix's grip 
loosen. If another bolt struck now- 


And it was over before he could even recall. As if time itself 
had slowed down, Felix watched as another bolt struck the 
water only a few meters from where they were. The 
electricity traveled instantly through the water, firing every 
nerve and muscle in the Venus adept's body, and he blacked 
out before he had a chance to do anything. 


OOOO - GUN - OU 
"Felix! Felix, wake up!" 


His body felt heavy as he slowly stirred from his sleep. Felix 
wasn't typically one to feel groggy, but after what he'd been 
through, even he couldn't recover so quickly. The fact that 
someone was Calling his name, though, had to mean that he 
was still alive. 


Sitting up as quickly as he could, he came face to face with 
Isaac, who helped pull him to his feet before turning quickly 
and knocking a monster away. 


"You and Piers got hit with that hypnosis spell dead on," 
Isaac explained. "Are you feeling okay now?" 


Felix slowly looked around, finding that he was in an 
unfamiliar place while everyone was fending off an 
impossibly large horde of monsters. 


"What happened to the ship? The storm?" 


Isaac cocked his head in confusion and knocked another 
monster away. "Ship? Storm? Sorry, | dunno what you're 
talking about, but there's no time for that right now, Felix. 
We're still in the Temple of Ancients going after the ultimate 
summon, remember? Anyway, looks like you and Piers are 
awake, so I've gotta get back to helping the others!" 


Felix didn't get the chance to ask Isaac what the Temple of 
Ancients was, nor what he was referring to when he said 
"ultimate summon." Was this a place they had heard about 
before the two parties had encountered each other? Either 
way, it didn't seem to make sense that they would be here 
right now. 


Drawing his weapon, the Venus adept rushed over to Piers, 
who was still getting to his feet but managing to throw a few 
enemies back with his fearsome mace. 


"Felix, what is going on?" Piers asked somewhat frantically. 


"| don't know," the Venus adept grunted dodging a ghoul's 
attack. "Apparently we both got hit by some hypnosis spell 
and we're in some temple I've never heard of." 


"|I suppose we should fight first and ask questions later, 
yes?" 


"Doesn't look like they'll be able to answer our questions 
right now, anyway." 


The battlefield went on in a fierce rage, monsters flying back 
as waves of them continued to rush the adepts from every 
entryway into the enormous stone hall they found 
themselves in. Felix couldn't help noticing that the others 
were shouting quite a bit as they struck down monsters. 
While it sometimes helped to call out the psynergy they 
were casting, it almost sounded as though they were talking 
to each other. 


"Damn, why won't this thing die?!" Felix growled as he sliced 
a ghoul's torso for what had to be the sixth time. 


"Is there some method to killing these that we are missing?" 
Piers asked, crushing a goblin's head for the third time. 


"Felix!" Isaac called when he had a chance. "Why aren't you 
finishing the monsters? !" 


"I'm trying but they won't die!" 


"That's because you haven't been shouting out your 
finisher!" 


"My what?!" 


Before Isaac could respond, he knocked back a troll that 
rushed him and thrust his hand forward to cast a spell. As 
his hand glowed golden, the blond adept said something 
that would have dumbfounded Felix had the situation not 
been so dire. 


"Looks like you've reached your ex-spire-y date!" 


As those ridiculous words left Isaac's mouth, a large spire 
descended from the ceiling, piercing through the troll as it 
fell dead to the ground and disintegrated the way that 
monsters always do. 


"Ha, not one of your better ones, Isaac!" Ivan called over to 
him. 


"I know, but I was trying to help out Felix and Piers!" 


"What the hell was that?!" Felix growled as he sliced the 
ghoul for a seventh time. 


"Piers, look out!" Mia cried as a lizard monster began to 
swing its axe. Piers couldn't react in time, but as he turned 
to look at the beast, it seemed the situation was already 
taken care of. "Calm down and take a second to cool your 
head!" 


As Mia shouted, the monster's head quickly became encased 
in ice, and it dropped to the ground before it could swing its 
weapon past its shoulder. 


"M-Mia, what are you saying?!" Piers stammered. 


"What do you mean? | was protecting you from getting 
killed!" 


"But why did you shout such a ridiculous thing?" 


"Huh? What do you mean? Enemies can't be defeated if you 
don't shout your finisher!" 


Felix and Piers glanced at one another and turned to where 
the others were fighting. Sure enough, the things they had 
heard the others shouting over and over were one-line 
finishers made up of terrible puns and cheesy action lines. 


"You must be pretty shocked to see a kid like me beating up 
big, scary monsters!" Sheba sent out plasma bolts into a 
horde of monsters. 


"Don't get too blown away by my abilities!" A large gust of 
wind sent a troll flying away from Ivan. 


"I'm not into monsters, but something about you just looks 
so hot!" Jenna burned a group of rat warriors into cinders. 


"Ha, I've got a good one coming up!" Garet knocked back a 
group of succubae and took on a winning pose. "You know 
why women hate getting older?" The succubae hissed at him 
and began to charge. "Well, I'll tell you... 


"Because of the hot flashes!" 


Jenna, Sheba, and Mia all smacked their palms to their 
foreheads, but Garet simply laughed as the succubae were 
engulfed in the flames of his awful pun. Arguably, it was the 
best finisher any of them had used thus far. 


"Felix, hurry up and kill those things before they overwhelm 
us!" Isaac shouted. 


"You expect me to yell out something so idiotic?" he 
grumbled and ineffectively sliced the ghoul again. "Uh...eat 
dirt!" 


A clod of dirt appeared in the ghoul's mouth, but that did 
nothing to finish off the monster. 


"Felix, it has to be a finisher!" Isaac called out to him. 
"What the hell is that even supposed to mean?!" 


Isaac deflected a blow from an oncoming orc and kicked it 
back. Glancing briefly at Felix, he shouted, "Something like 
this! 


"You know what I'm hungry for? Some pork chop!" 


As he said that, Isaac's blade seemed to automatically slice 
down perfectly, cleaving the pig beast diagonally from its 
shoulder to the opposite hip. It squealed in agony and 
writhed around a bit before succumbing to its fate and 
disintegrating. 


"Felix, | am not sure | can do this," Piers grunted as he 
shoved another monster away. "I am not particularly skilled 
at wordplay." 


"I can do it, but | have a little too much pride to scream 
idiocies like some blasted fool," Felix responded, the 
irritation in his voice clear as day. 


"Just follow my lead," Mia said as she hopped out of a 
monster's swinging radius. "You monsters are smelly. Why 
don't | hose you down a bit?" 


A torrent of water blasted from Mia's staff, pushing back a 
huge line of monsters back into the hole they had emerged 


from. A significant number had disintegrated from her 
attack, putting Piers and Felix to shame that the healer of 
this group could outmatch them with such ease. 


"S-Stop where you are!" Piers shouted as monsters began 
emerging from the hole. "Or should | say...freeze?" 


The first creature to emerge was suddenly engulfed in ice, 
and the others became covered in frost, though they 
continued to rush towards the confused Mercury adept. 


"Nice, Piers!" Garet laughed as he hopped closer to where 
they were. "Just say it with a little more conviction and you 
can take out the whole lot of them!" 


"Felix, we need your help!" Isaac shouted at him again. "So 
come and take a stab at this!" His blade began piercing 
monsters left and right as those words were spoken. 


"Gods damn it," Felix grumbled and rushed over to where 
some of the others were. "Uh...I-I'm not...the sharpest tool in 
the shed, so...that's what my sword...is for?" 


An unseen force suddenly burst from Felix's blade, and 
going beyond his control, it sliced at a horde of monsters, 
sending a few of them flying back in multiple pieces. 
Unfortunately, due to his lack of conviction, only three of the 
twenty he'd knocked back had perished. 


"Not bad, Felix," Sheba said as she ran past him. "But if you 
don't get your head out of the clouds, you'll be as good as 
those monsters!" Felix didn't initially realize that was also a 
finisher of sorts, but the enemy monsters soon had a black 
haze wrapped around their heads, and began swinging 
wildly, resulting in some friendly fire. 


"Piers, toss me your mace!" Garet shouted. "I've got a 
finisher that won't really work with this axe!" 


"Garet, do not be unreasonable! | cannot fight properly if 
you take my weapon!" 


"I'm not taking it, we're trading for a few seconds! Now!" 


Not giving him time to think about it, Piers was forced to 
kick a harpy away from him, toss his mace to Garet, and 
catch the oncoming axe all in one motion. It was a miracle 
that all those motions managed to work out perfectly, and 
the Lemurian quickly lopped off the harpy's wings, though 
he failed to kill it from the lack of a finishing line. 


"Hehe, alright!" Garet shouted. "After this is over, I'm gonna 
get smashed at the first inn we go to! Too bad for you 
monsters that the only thing you'll be getting smashed with 
is the nasty end of my weapon!" 


Like a wrecking ball on a crane, Garet suddenly began 
spinning with the mace to counterbalance his leaning. He 
then started to tornado his way directly into the 
unimaginably huge army of oncoming monsters, knocking at 
least one hundred to their deaths before his spinning attack 
ceased. 


The fight continued for some time, with overly stupid one- 
liners being shouted and cheesy, action-movie dialogues 
being bantered to assist each other in their finishers. Felix 
and Piers could feel the pressure as they struggled to kill off 
monsters with conviction. In the end, the two of them had 
only managed to kill about fifteen monsters collectively. It 
seemed that Garet's tendency to say foolish things was 
really quite handy here. 


The stone hall was silent as the party regrouped and started 
to heal up. Apparently even healing psynergy needed one- 
liners, as Mia spouted off idiotic lines like they were powerful 
healing spells. 


"Isaac, | don't remember any of this," Felix grumbled once 
his injuries had been healed. "When did we come to this 
temple, and what's the deal with all this finishing 
nonsense?!" 


Isaac cocked his head as he bandaged up a cut on his 
forearm. "What are you talking about, Felix? You were the 
one who suggested we come here, and finishing is an 
essential part of battle! From the moment we first held 
weapons, we've been told that finishers are the only way to 
do anything, and judging by the number of times you 
unsuccessfully slashed at that ghoul's belly, I'd say it's 
correct." 


"Fine, but what is this ultimate summon we're supposed to 
be hunting for?! Don't we have an important mission to be 
completing?!" 


"Again, you were the one who said this would be the best 
thing to do before we head to Mars lighthouse. Who knows 
what we'll have to face up there? Having something known 
as the ultimate summon seems pretty handy." 


"We almost killed ourselves fighting Dullahan, didn't we?!" 


"Yeah, but the Iris summon might not be effective against 
the things inside Mars lighthouse. Look, it's too late for us to 
back out now, so-" 


A deep rumble shook the temple, knocking Felix and the 
others standing to their feet. Moments later, it happened 


again, and this pattern continued, with each subsequent 
rumble growing stronger and stronger. 


"Sounds like footsteps," Jenna said, tightening her grip on 
her rapier. "Get ready, everyone, the temple's master might 
be coming to us now that we've completed the final trial." 


"Final trial?" Piers asked. 


"Man, that hypnosis must have gotten you guys good," Ivan 
said as he readied both his staff and blade. "The stone 
tablets in front of each hall we've entered told us what trial 
we would be facing. The one before this place said it would 
be our final one, and then monsters started pouring out of 
every entryway imaginable. Looks like they're giving usa 
break and having the final obstacle come to us." 


With those grim words spoken, the large wall before them 
suddenly burst. Emerging from the unsettled dust, an 
armoured, headless beast carrying a sword and hammer in 
its hands while surrounded by metallic balls leapt onto the 
ground before them. 


"¿am the guardian of the ancients," it's voice echoed around 
the resonant room. "If you wish to acquire the power of the 
gods, then you must strike me down and prove your worth! 
Now, show me that you are worthy of becoming the warriors 
that defeat Valuhantinel Magician Beard!" 


Felix could not believe that the name he had heard was 
genuine. "What in the actual fu-" 


"Everybody dodge!" Isaac shouted, forcing the adepts to 
scatter as Valuhantinel Magician Beard swung both its 
weapons down at the spot they had been moments before. 


The fierce battle began, and each warrior gave their all to 
land blows upon the herculean beast known as Valuhantinel 
Magician Beard. Valuhantinel Magician Beard's headless set 
of armour roared monstrously as it used magic and physical 
attacks to defend its territory. 


"Isaac!" Garet shouted over the crashes and clangs of battle. 
"| don't know if | have a finisher good enough to take this 
thing down!" 


"What?! But we've been counting on you this whole time! 
You're the ace of the team, Garet!" 


"Is that a joke?!" Felix grunted to himself as he dodged some 
flying debris. "When have we ever had to depend on Garet 
for anything?!" 


"Now does not seem to be the best time to ask such 
questions," Piers said as he dive-rolled to where Felix was. 


"What if we all say our best finishers at the same time?!" 
Sheba shouted, dodging an icicle shot by one of the magic 
balls controlled by Valuhantinel Magician Beard. "We might 
be able to take it down if we all work together!" 


"It's no use!" Ivan said as he sent Thor barreling into 
Valuhantinel Magician Beard's chest. "With Piers and Felix 
out of it the way they are, we won't have enough power 
even working together!" 


"What do you propose we do, then?!" Mia exclaimed as she 
frantically sent a healing spell in Jenna's direction. 
"Whittling down at it bit by bit will exhaust us before we get 
the chance to kill it!" 


"Piers, have we died and gone to hell?" Felix grunted as he 
slashed at Valuhantinel Magician Beard's legs. "The last 


thing | remember before we ended up in this stupid temple 
was falling overboard into a the whirlpool in the middle of a 
storm." 


"My memory is failing me, but | recall being in a rather 
terrible storm as well," Piers said as he smashed his mace 
into Valuhantinel Magician Beard. "I am hard-pressed to 
think that this is hell, but it is rather unfavourable for the 
two of us." 


"Hey, save your breath for your finishers, alright!" Jenna 
growled to the entire group. "If we can't finish this monster 
off, we're done for!" 


Valuhantinel Magician Beard's attacks continued 
relentlessly, and the adepts could not help the fatigue that 
was quickly taking over their bodies and minds. This battle 
had been raging on for at least an hour now, and they would 
run out of steam before long if they did not defeat the 
master of the temple, Valuhantinel Magician Beard, soon. 


"Mia, how are you doing for psynergy?!" Isaac shouted. 


"I-I've still got some left! But | can't keep healing everyone 
or | won't have enough left to help take it down!" 


"Damn!" Isaac quickly brought his broadsword above his 
head to defend Valuhantinel Magician Beard's overwhelming 
downward hammer swing. Jenna managed to call upon 
Flash's defensive djinn powers just in time, stopping 
Valuhantinel Magician Beard from crushing Isaac into the 
ground. 


"Foolish mortals, though I, Valuhantinel Magician Beard, was 
a greater fool for thinking | may finally meet my equal. This 
tomb will become yours like so many before you. Die, and 


let the name Valuhantinel Magician Beard remain as your 
final memories before death!" 


"Don't get so cocky!" Garet roared, using all his might to 
hack his axe into Valuhantinel Magician Beard's groin. 
Valuhantinel Magician Beard howled in pain, though its lack 
of reproductive organs did not result in any extra damage. 


"Garet, don't waste any of your finishers!" Isaac cried out. 
"We need everything we can get!" 


"I know, but thanks to that | think it might finally be weak 
enough to take down!" 


Indeed, Valuhantinel Magician Beard's movements had been 
significantly reduced after that most recent attack, and its 
control over the magical balls around it had all but ceased. 
With the situation now turned in their favour, all adepts, 
including Piers and Felix, leapt out of Valuhantinel Magician 
Beard's attacking radius and entered their finisher stance. 


"Felix, | still do not know what I should say," Piers said 
nervously to his companion. 


"Neither do |, but we'll just have to say the first thing that 
comes to mind if we have any hope of making it out of this 
idiotic world." 


Each adept glowing their respective colour, Valuhantinel 
Magician Beard ceased its movements, curling inwards as it 
prepared to set up some kind of defense against the barrage 
of attacks it was about to receive. Luckily for the party of 
eight, Valuhantinel Magician Beard's armour had been 
destroyed in quite a few places, allowing for their weapons 
and spells to directly penetrate into its exposed body. 


"Now!" Isaac ordered. 


Simultaneously, Valuhantinel Magician Beard was attacked 
with a barrage of puns so awful that they could not even be 
recorded down. As each adept rushed the armoured beast, 
Valuhantinel Magician Beard, their weapons and spells 
honed in on the exposed parts of its body. The last two to 
charge were, of course, Felix and Piers. As they neared 
Valuhantinel Magician Beard's curled body, they both 
nodded at each other and cried out as they went to Strike. 


"The quickest way to a man's heart!" Piers shouted as he 
began swinging his mace. 


"Is through his stomach!" Felix bellowed, brandishing his 
blade as he moved into a stabbing motion. 


Some unseen force seemed to pry Valuhantinel Magician 
Beard from its curled position, exposing its Uunarmoured 
stomach to the two oncoming men. With one final battle cry, 
the two of them screamed out in unison. 


"So eat this!" 


Giant nettles and icicles sprang up from the ground, 
accompanying the two like an army of hundreds as they 
plunged their weapons into the exposed abdomen of 
Valuhantinel Magician Beard. Valuhantinel Magician Beard 
writhed in pain and let out a terrible howl as it was pierced 
and battered with hundreds of blades, spells, and blunt 
attacks. 


"Felix, Piers, get back, we're going to do our boss finisher!" 
Garet cried. 


Unsure of what that meant, the two men could only do what 
the redhead said and leapt back from Valuhantinel Magician 
Beard as quickly as they could. Once they were at a safe 
distance, Garet called out again. 


"Ready, and!" 


"Valuhantinel Magician Beard," everyone except Felix and 
Piers shouted while turning around and slowly walking away 
from where Valuhantinel Magician Beard was pinned to the 
wall, "you've just performed your final trick!" 


"NOQOOOQOOOQOOOOOO!" Valuhantinel Magician Beard 
screamed as it suddenly burst into flames and exploded ina 
great fireball. Because Felix and Piers were too astounded by 
the sudden explosion, they did not notice their companions 
all put sunglasses on as they slowly walked away from 
Valuhantinel Magician Beard's explosion. 


No one ended up walking anywhere, and quickly returned to 
where they had been standing so that they could celebrate 
their victory over Valuhantinel Magician Beard, the guardian 
of ancients. As the adepts relished in their battle, a stone 
tablet magically descended from the ceiling in a beam of 
light. 


"Felix, Piers," Isaac said as he patted both of them on the 
shoulders. "I think we should let you guys have the honours. 
Without that last attack from the two of you, | doubt we 
could have pulled off the boss finisher on Valuhantinel 
Magician Beard." 


With nods of agreement all around, the two men slowly 
made their way to the tablet, their only hope being that it 
might somehow lead them out of this place. 


As they stepped up to the ancient glyphs that covered the 
front of the stone, they each placed a hand gingerly on it, 
instantly feeling the power of ancient magic coursing 
through their bodies. 


"Congratulations," Valuhantinel Magician Beard's voice 
echoed in their heads. “For the first time since | became the 
guardian of this place, | have been defeated. I now award 
you with the ultimate summon, the power of a god so 
destructive that no man has ever witnessed it and lived to 
tell the tale. To call upon this god, you must first unleash the 
power of seventy-two djinn, eighteen of each element. 
Rather than call out the name of the god, simply speak the 
words "I implore you, oh great and powerful deity," and your 
prayers will be answered. Farewell, warriors." 


Stepping back from the tablet, Piers and Felix glanced at 
each other and nodded. Explaining what was necessary to 
summon the god's power to the others, everyone set their 
djinn and prepared for a spectacle unlike they had seen 
before. 


"I implore you, oh great and powerful deity," Piers and Felix 
prayed wholeheartedly. 


A powerful rumble shook the temple, and the ceiling 
suddenly opened up to reveal an ominous sky. Circling 
above were all the gods whose powers they had acquired 
before, spinning faster and faster as they began to forma 
halo of light. The halo reduced in size until it was only a ball, 
which then came crashing down into the temple, 
temporarily blinding the adepts within. When they opened 
their eyes, a shadowy being brandished its sword from 
within the ball of light and sliced it, leaving black flames in 
the wake of its slashes. Soon the light faded, and the awe 
that all the adepts had felt moments before quickly 
vanished as they looked to see... 


"Greetings, valiant warriors. | have come to your aid. | am 
known as Valuhantinel Magician Beard, guardian of 
ancients." 


Everyone was too speechless to say anything, and it wasn't 
until Garet cleared his throat that anyone even reacted. 


"What...a total ripoff!" the redhead exclaimed. Without even 
bothering to look back at Valuhantinel Magician Beard, he 
turned around and began to exit the temple, everyone 
except Felix and Piers following behind him. 


"| do not think this will be a solution to our problem," Piers 
sighed to Felix. 


"Perhaps not," Felix also sighed. "But there's no harm in 
asking. 


"Oh great and powerful Valuhantinel Magician Beard, with 
all your power and might, | request that you send this man 
and me back to the world from whence we came." 


"Apologies, mortal, but I, Valuhantinel Magician Beard, have 
not the power to cross worlds. For that, you must defeat and 
acquire the power of my mentor." 


Felix slapped his hand to his face and reluctantly asked 
Valuhantinel Magician Beard, "And who, pray tell, is this 
mentor we must defeat." 


"The mentor who taught me, Valuhantinel Magician Beard, is 
none other than the guardian of ages, the final summon, 
Ancient Valuhantinel Magician Titan Beard!" 


Without another word, Felix and Piers turned and left the 
temple with blank looks on their faces. They had had 
enough of this ridiculous world and its ridiculous rules and 
ridiculous gods. With only one thing left to say, they left 
Valuhantinel Magician Beard to ramble by itself. 


"We're never getting out of this world..." 


It was stupid and...well, that's about it. This series is stupid 
though so that's the whole point. | probably got lazy in the 
middle too. Thinking up shitty one-liners is harder than it 
seems. Will this one make anyone laugh? Doubt it, | only 
laughed rewriting Valuhantinel Magician Beard over and 
over again, but it was something | felt like writing. Can't 
write good stuff without writing crap too. 


Thanks to Droory, Idea, and Temnascentric for 
reviewing! 


-Gengal/upite 


